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The fantan player seized Harry by the pigtail and gave it a yank. At the same instant another 
Chink caught Alice in his arms. Immediately the joint was in an uproar. 
Then Old King Brady burst in the door. 
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CHAPTER I. 

CALLED IN A CHINESE CASE. 

"Why, look here, Governor; Pye Joe is dead!" 

The speaker was a stylish young chap in his twenties, 
who sat at the breakfast table looking over the morning 
paper. 

The person addressed was an elderly man who wore 
a long, blue coat with brass buttons aid an old-fashioned 
stock and stand-up collar. 

If he had been on the street and we could add to this 
a large white felt hat with an unusually broad brim, Old 
King Brady, the world-famous detective, would be rec- 
ognized at a glance. 

Of course, his companion was his pupil and partner, 
Young King Brady, and the scene of their conversation 
was the old house on Washington Square, where the 
Bradys have kept bachelors' hall for several years. 

But all this is introductory and has little to do with 
the death of Pye Joe. 

The real question is, who was Pye Joe and how came 
he to be dead? 

This was the question which Old King Brady flung 
across the table. 

"Why, don't you remember that Chinese Secret Service 
man who came on from San Francisco a year ago?" his 
partner replied. 

"Oh — oh — yes! What made him die, Harry?" the old 
detective asked abstractedly. 

"Because he hadn't breath enough to live, I suppose." 

"But let me read the account through," added Harry, 
"and you finish your letter. I didn't mean to bother 
you at x all." 

The fact was Old King Brady was reading a letter which 
had just been handed in by Julius, his colored man of all 
work, and when thus engaged he does not like to 'be dis- 
turbed. 

The letter proved to be of some importance. 

The old detective, having finished reading, proceeded 
to make its contents known to his partner.* 

Thus the untimely demise of the Chinese Secret Service 
man was forgotten and it was not until the next day that 
the subject came up again. 

This happened at the office of the Brady Detective 
Bureau, on Union Square. 

Old King Brady and Harry, who had been up town 
on business, were met by Miss Alice Montgomery upon 
their return with more about Pye Joe. 

This accomplished young lady is the female partner 
of the Brady Detective Bureau. 

And so skillful a sleuth has she proved that her name 



has become almost as widely known as that of the Bradys 
themselves. 

"The chief called up from Washington," said Aljce, as 
the detectives entered the office. "He wants you to in- 
vestigate the death of a Chinese Secret Service man. I 
couldn't quite catch the name, and before I had time to 
ask him to repeat it he rang off." 

"And that's the way people blunder in their haste," re- 
marked Old King Brady, adding: 

"I presume, Harry, that it's your Pye Joe?" 

"Not my Pye Joe, but your Pye Joe," replied Harry. 
"It was you who introduced me to him, if you will be. 
good enough to remember." 

"It is immaterial. So we are to investigate his death, 
it seems." 

"That is what the chief said," replied Alice. 
"Did he intimate that the man may have been mur- 
dered ?" 

"Yes, he suggested foul play. He said that he was in 
New York looking into some opium smuggling cases and 
that the next the Bureau knew his death was reported; 
that is about all." . 

"Well, you speak Chinese. Get down to Chinatown 
and look it up. I am too busy to attend to it," saia Old 
King Brady as he passed into his own office. % 

Now, strange as it may seem, this was a fact. 

Old King Brady's female partner not only speaks but 
reads the complicated language which in America passes 
as Chinese, but which actually is the Cantonese dialect of 
that ancient tongue. 

This is a rare accomplishment for a white man and 
rarer still for a woman. 

But as it happens Alice, who is the daughter of a Inis- 
sionary, was born in China and was taught to speak the 
language in infancy. 

Hence it was but natural that Old King Brady should 
select her to lo§k up the matter of the xleath of Pye Joe. 

"When are you going?" demanded Harry. 

"Oh, I don't know just when," was the reply. "You 
have, your hands full to-day, so don't come trailing after 
me." 

"You will disguise as a man, of course?" 
"1 have not determined." 

"I wish you would, Alice. I don't like to have you go 
into Chinatown without doing so." 
"Suppose I disguise as a Salvation Army girl?" 
"That might do." 

"I'll think about it Now, don't go to bothering your 
head about me, Harry." 

And Alice passed into her own office. 

Like most persons of an independent nature she disliked 
to have her freedom interfered with. 
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That Young King Brady is rather given to this must 
be admitted. 

The fact is Harry was deeply in love' with his fair part- 
ner, and even has an eye out for her welfare. 

But before either of ihenj could give the matter much 
thought the door connecting the three private rooms of 
the partners in the Brady Detective Bureau with the 
public office outside opened and a clerk announced a 
visitor. 

"There is a Chinaman here wanting to see one of the 
firm," he said. 

"Show him in to me," Harry called. 

Whoever saw a really good-looking Chinaman? That 
is, good-looking to our Western eyes, we mean? • 

Such specimens of the Celestial race are scarce, but the 
young Chink who came into Harry's office how was cer- 
tainly one of them. 

He was a person of scarcely twenty years, tall and per- 
fectly formed, and with a particularly frank and intelli- 
gent face. 

His dress was strictly correct in the American style. 

His collar and tie were the very latest; the cut of his 
coat the correct thing; patent leather shoes and trousers 
with the seam neatly pressed made all complete ; nor must 
we forget his Panama hat — the real goods; a hat which 
must have cost a large sum. 

"Is this Mr. Brady?" he asked in perfect English, re- 
moving his hat as he entered the office. 

"I am one of the Bradys," replied ^Harry. "Did you 
# wish to see me?" 

"I wished to" consult you professionally," replied the 
Chjjiaman, handing out a neatly engraved card. 

It bore the name : 



"Mr. Sing Bird, 

"Leland Sanford University." 

Here was a California Chinese student, it seemed. 

"Be seated," said Young King Brady % "What can I 
do for you ?" . 

The young man sat down by the desk. 

"I am just in from Washington," he said. "I wish to 
consult you about my cousin. He is like you, a United 
States Secret Service man. His name is Pye Joe." 

"He is dead." 

" So they sav. \ I doubt it." • 
"Ah! Explain." 

"It is like this: I am in the university, as you see by 
my card. My cousin is to me more, than a brother. He 
has been two years in government employ. We came^East 
together, he to carry out some orders for the Secret Ser- 
vice people, the nature of which he was not at liberty to 
tell me. I left him in New York while I went os to 
Washington to see the Chinese Minister on business, and 
while there I heard of his death. I wired a person I know 
in Chinatown, but could get no satisfaction. I could not 
leave at the moment and soon there came an anonymous 
despatch, which I will show you." 

Sing Bird produced a leather wallet and v took out the 
despatch, which read as follows : 



"New York} Sept. 19. 
"Sing Bird, Ebbet House, Washington, D. C: 

"Beware* of fraud. I think Pye Joe is not dead. Look 
it up. . "Quing Wing." 

"I thought you said the despatch was anonymous>" 
said Young King Brady. 

"So it is. Those words in the Chinese dialect, which 
is spoken in the part of China from which I came, mean 
simply 'your good friend/ " 

" Oh ! You were born in China ?" 

"Yes." 

"You speak very good English considering." 

"I was educated in a Catholic mission as a child. I 
am in college in California." 

"I see. And what have you done about this?" 

"I went to the Secret Service Bureau at Washington. 
They told me to come to you and said that they would 
direct you to look the matter up," 

"They have done so. We shall take it in hand. Can 
you give me any points?" 

"Unfortunately not." 

"You don't know where your cousin was staying?" 
■ "No; I have very little knowledge about Chinatown 
in New York." 

"Do you know the people he was dealing with?" 

"No; I know nothing about it." 

"You speak Chinese as well as you do English?" 

"Yes; just as well." 

"Wait a minute." 

Harry left the room and went into Alice's office. 
But Alice was not there. 

Harry passed out into the hall and knocked on a door 
on the opposite side, which led into the costume room. 

"Are you here, Alice?" he called. 

"Yes," came the reply. "I will be out in a minute." 

"She is going to do the Chinese act," thought Young 
King Brady. 

And sure enough, when Alice came into the office a 
few minutes later she was most skillfully disguised as a 
Chinese. 

So perfect, indeed, was her make-up that Sing Bird 
took her for granted. 

He looked at Harry questioningly. 

"Talk to this gentleman," said Young King Brady. 
"He here about the matter of Pye Joe." 

Alice and the student began to chatter in Chinese. . 

Harry sat back in his chair and watched the accom- 
plished girl admiringly. 

"It is all right," said Alice at last. "I will go with* 
this gentleman now." 

"Take good care of her," said Harry. 

"Her?" 

Sing Bird spoke questioningly. "I am not a woman,*' 
he said in an offended tone. 
"No, but she is." 
"Impossible !" 

"It is a fact," said Alice in English; "but he need not 
have told you." 

"Wonderful !" said Sing Bird. "I never doubted thai 
you were Chinese." 

"Come," said Alice, "let us go on to Chinatown. 
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And thus is the Brady Detective Bureau finely equipped 
for work in the Chinese ca«es which come their way. 

There is no denying that Alice Montgomery has proved 
a great addition to the firm. 

Once they were out of the office Sing Bird plied the 
girl with questions about herself. 

None so curious as a Chinaman. 

Get next to one so that he will really talk freely and 
he will ask you the most personal questions. 

Alice knew all this and was perfectly well able to 
handle the fellow. 

Sing Bird appeared to have plenty of money, and when 
they got out on Union Square he insisted upon calling 
a cab. , 

And thus the curious and observing were treated to 
the unusual sight of two stylishly dressed Chinamen rid- 
ing down town in a hansom cab. 

And such was the beginning of the work of the Bradys 
in the mystery of Pye Joe. 



CHAPTER II. 

THE MYSTERY OF PYE JOE. 

Chinatown in, New York, famous, or rather notorious, 
as it has become of late years, actually covers a com- 
paratively small space. 

One long block on Mott street, another on Pell and. 
a short block on crooked Doyers street is about all there 
is to Chinatown proper, but there is an overflow on the 
TJowery and on Park street, with a sprinkling of Ce- 
lestials on Chatham Square. 

Alice and Sing Bird dismissed their cab at the Square 
and turned into Doyers street. 

Passing the Chinese theatre they came to a brick wall 
at the corner of Pell street, which was covered with red 
slips of paper bearing written Chinese characters. 

This is Chinatown's famous bulletin board — the Chi- 
nese newspaper, some call it. 

Here daily intelligence of the doings in Chinkville can 
be had by any one who is able to read the fly-tracks on 
the brick wall. 

As both Alice and Sing Bird could do this, they stopped 
to have a look. 

And here sure enough was news of the death of Pye 
Joe. 

The account stated that the man had been taken sud- 
denly ill in the famous Port Arthur restaurant on Pell 
street while eating supper three days before. 

He was removed to a Chinese lodging house on Mott 
street, where a white doctor was summoned, who pro- 
nounced the case appendicitis. 

Pye Joe refused to go to a hospital or to be operated 
on and died toward morning in great agony. 

This was one announcement. 

Another stated that the funeral of Pye Joe would 
take place that afternoon at three o'clock. 

"You can read all that?" demanded Sing Bird. 

"Yes," said Alice. 

"Suppose we go to the house?" 



"Very well; I am ready." t 

"Shall we talk in English? I think it would be best." 

"Talk in any language you like." 

"What? Do you speafi others than English and Chi- 
nese ?" \ 

"Several others—French, German, Italian and Span- 
ish, for instance." 

"You are a very learned woman. I would like to know 
you better." 

"I have no time. I am entirely taken up with busi- 
ness." 

"Ah, wonderful ! 1 never met such a woman as you. 
Really, you deserve a good husband." 

"Confine your talk to the case, please, Mr. Bird." 
"Ah ! I offend?" 

"You do when you talk about my private affairs." 
"I will try not to offend you again. Shall we go to 
the house?" 
"Yes." 

"Which is Mott street?" 

"What? Don't you even know Mott street?" 

"No; I was only here a few moments and it was at 
night." 

"This way, please." 

They walked along Pell street. • 

The great sign of the Port Arthur restaurant attracted 
the attention'of Sing Bird. 

"Shall we not go in. there and inquire?" he asked. * 

"No," replied Alice. "It would be no use whatever."' 

"And why?" 

"Because you would simply get just what'we'got from 
the bulletin board." a 

" Ah ! Possibly that is so." 

"We will go directly to the house." 

They walked to the end of Pell street and came back 
on Mott:- 

The house in question proved to be one of those old- 
fashioned brick dwellings, of which the Chinese have 
made tenements. 

There was a fish store in the basement and a Chinese 
bank on the parlor floor. 

Alice, followed by Sing Bird, went directly up stairs. 

At the head of the stairs they found a Chink stationed. 

He was leaning against the wall with his hands thrust- 
in the sleeves of his blouse. 

"We want to see the body of the man who has gone- 
to his ancestors," said Alice in Chinese. 

"Next floor," said the Chinaman. 

They went up another flight. * ■ "> 

Here a second guard was stationed. 

Alice again put the question. 

"Who are you?" the Chinaman asked, in his own 
tongue, of course. 

"Pye Joe was my cousin," replied Sing Bird. 
"You cannot see the body," was the surly xeply. 
"But why?" 1 . ' ' ■ . 

"The undertaker has shut him up," 
"So soon?" 
«Yes." 

"Why?" . ' " ' " — 

'*Tt is warm weather. It had to be." \ 
"We can go in, I suppose?" - - • — r 
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"Which room?" 

The guard pointed to a door. 
-'Alice opened it and they parsed in. 

There were eight Chinamen standing around. 

Two others sat on stools and one was smoking a pipe 
with a long bamboo stem. 

Over in a corner near the window was a cheap coffin 
with the lid screwed down. 

Both Alice and Sing Bird began to question the men. 

They could get little satisfaction. 

The men claimed to be members of a certain Chinese 
secret society to which they said the deceased had be- 
longed. 

Their account of his death was the same as that given 
in the bulletin. 

They informed the visitors that the society had under- 
taken to bury Pye Joe and that the funeral was to start 
at three o'clock. 

Sing Bird began to get excited and insisted that the 
coffin should be opened. 

This one of the Chinamen, who appeared to be the 
leader, of the bunch, absolutely refused to allow. 

Seeing that theuexcitement of her companion was in- 
creasing, Alice pulled him out of the "place. 

"This won't do," she whispered in English once they 
were in the passage. "We must go." 

Sing Bird demurred. 

"You must come with me," said Alice. "Unless you 
do, I wash my hands of the whole business. You are 
spoiling all." " 

They went down to the street-. ^ 

Sing Bird had now calmed down a bit. 

"What do you think?" he demanded. 

"We must see Old King Brady," said Alice. ^"There 
is something wrong, I am sure. He is the man to handle 
a case like this." 

"Shall we not see the undertaker?" n 

"I am willing to do that, but I have no idea that it 
will do any good." 

They had inquired the name of the undertaker. 

It was Domingo Santelli, an Italian on Elizabeth street, 
near Hester. 

Thither they went and found the man in his shop. 

He looked them over with ill-concealed contempt. 

"We are cousins of Pye Joe, who died on Mott street," 
said Alice. "We have just come from Boston, where we 
heard of his death. We want to see the remains."' 

*"No can," Teplied Santelli, shrugging his shoulders. 
"No can." 

"But why?" 

"Board of Health no let." 
Alice tried bribery and talked about ten dollars. 
Santelli's shoulders went up even higher. 
He positively refused to entertain the request. 
There was then nothing for Alice and Sing Bird to do 
but to pull out. 

"You see, I am right," the former said. 
"Yes, you were right." 

"Welmust see Mr. Brady. But tell me about tftis 
secret society business. I could not understand what the 



name meant as that fellow gave it to us down there on 
Mott street." 

"He said the Brotherhood of the Five Palms." 

"But did he mean five trees — palm trees?" 

"No, no! Palms of the hand." 

"Oh, I see. And did your cousin belong to that so- 
ciety?" 

"I don't know whether he did or not." 

"You have heard of such a society?" 

"Never; but I have been more among English speak- 
ing people than among Chinese all my life." 

"We must put this up to Mr. Brady, and if the funeral 
is to be at three o'clock there is no time to lose." 

They had dismissed their cab, so, passing over to the 
Canal street station of the subway, they went up to 
Union Square. 

Harry was out, but fortunately Old King Brady was - in. 

He listened to Alice's story with close attention. 

"I should say that there was not a doubt that some- 
thing was wrong," he said emphatically. 

"And what ought we to do?" demanded Sing Bird. 

"You and Miss Montgomery must get a carriage and 
attend that funeral. I will attend to the rest." 

Sing Bird pressed for further information, but Old 
King Brady cut him short. 

"It is no use to talk to him," said Alice in Chinese. 
"He always likes to do everything in his own way. You 
can trust him to do everything for the best." 

Thus Sing Bird was obliged to rest satisfied. 

At a little after two he and Alice turned up at Mott 
street in a carriage. 

They were the first on the ground. 

For awhile they simply sat in the carriage and waited. 

They had come early in case the funeral should be 
pulled off ahead of time. 

Soon came a carriage which drew up at the door, they 
having taken their place on the other side of the street. 

Into this carriage --Chinamen put roast pig with boxes 
and baskets containing other articles of food to put on 
the grave. 

This is an important feature at every Chinese funeral. 

Few white people understand its object. 

The idea is that the spirit of the dead man may not 
be able to at once get away from the body. 

This being the case, the spirit feels hunger and thirst, 
which he can satisfy with the spiritual emanations of the ' 
food and drink placed upon the grave. 

This custom is as old as time itself, and is practiced 
by other nations than the Chinese. 

Many North American Indian .tribes did the same 
thing, before their customs were broken up by the whites. 

At last the hearse came and a few carriages gathered. 

Alice could not learn from Sing Bird that Pye Joe 
had many friends in New York's Chinatown. 

The student thought that nearly all of those who 
were attending his funeral must belong to the Society 
of the Five Palms. 

They now got out and went up stairs. 

There was no ceremony held in the room. 

The Qhinks just stood around and talked. 

At last Undertaker Santelli and his assistants picked 
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up the coffin and carried it down stairs, putting.it in the 
hearse. 

All hands followed and got into the carriages. 

The Chink who had done the talking on the occasion 
of their previous call r at the house mounted the hearse, 
and when the start was made he began scattering the 
prayer slips, which he threw right and left. 

These are simply bits of paper with Chinese charac- 
ters written unon them. 

They indicfrfe certain prayers addressed to the -spirits 
of the ancestors of the deceased, requesting them to 
look out for the spirit when it enters the unseen world. 

Alice had directed her driver to fall in last in the 
procession and he did so. 

They went up the Bowery and crossed the river by the 
Williamsburg Bridge. 

Then the long ride to the Cemetery of the Evergreens 
began. 

Here is located the Chinese burial plot. 
All Chinamen dying in or around New York are in- 
terred here. 

The place reached, they found quite a little crowd 
gathered. 

'Among those present Alice spied the Bradys and a 
policeman stood with them. 

"There they are," said Sing >Bird, catching sight of 
them. "I wonder what they mean to do." 

"To open the coffin, probably," replied Alice. "I have 
no doubt that is it." . . 

Old King Brady waited until the coffin had been re- 
moved from the "hearse, and then he and Harry, with 
the policeman, who had simply been brought along to 
prevent discussion, moved on the undertaker. 

"You will have to open that coffin," Old Bang Brady 
said to Santelli. 

"But no can! Board of Health no let m© open!" the 
undertaker "said. 

"You must open that coffin! Do you hear?" 

"Old King Brady displayed his shield. 

The instant he did this the Chinks began to fade away. 

"That man should be held," said Alice, pointing to the 
one who had,, thrown the prayeV slips from the hearse. 

Hairy jumped in and promptly collared the f ellow, 
turning him over to the policeman. 

Santelli grew fearfully excited and made loud protests. 

"Open it or I'U'open it for you !" said Old King Brady 
in a tone of stern command. 

The undertaker, forced to yield, removed the lid 
of the coffin. 

"Why! Why! Why! Whata dis?" he shouted and 
jumped back. 

The coffin contained no corpse. 
It was simply filled with bricks. 



CHAPTER III. 

THE CASE TAKES A NEW TUBN". 

"You two are under arrest," said Old King Brady. 
"Me notta know noting !" protested Santelli. 



The Chinaman, however, never said a word. 

"¥ou were right," whispered Sing Bird to Alice. "But 
what have they done with Pye Joe?" 

"That is for the Bradys to find out," replied Alice; 
"and they will do it, too." . 

Now that the case hafl taken this peculiar turn, Alice 
regarded herself as out of it. 

In dealing with the Chinese one can never tell what 
to believe and what to reject, for the Celestials ever 
move on erratic lines. 

Alice therefore stood aside watching Sing Bird. 

But she was not able to read anything in the man's 
face but distressed perplexity. ^ 

He stuck close to the Bradys, who were questioning 
the undertaker, but he did not attempt to "butt in." 

Little Santelli jumped about as though he was dancing 
barefooted on live coals. 

He protested that he had himself* put the corpse in 
the coffin; that he had the doctor's certificate and all 
official papers correct. 

The Chinaman refused to open his mouth further than 
to keep saying: 

"Me know nloting! Me know nloting." 

It was confusion worse confounded. 

In the midst of it all the superintendent of the cem- 
etery came dashing up in a runabout, having been tele- 
phoned for by one of the grave diggers from a nearby 
tool house. 

"What's all this?" he demanded. 

Old King Brady introduced himself and explained. 

"Have you the papers in this interment?" he asked. 

The superintendent had brought them with him. 

Old King Brady looked them over. 

The death certificate had been signed by an Italian 
doctor on Elizabeth street, near the undertaker's. 

The cause of death was put down as consumption, fol- 
lowing an excessive use of opium. 

Old" King Brady examined the handwriting and signa- ' 
tures through a glass. 

He then drew Harry aside and having whispered some- 
thing to him Young King Brady also examined them. 

Alice. joined them then. 

"What is it"?" she asked. 

"It is lorgery, if I know anything," replied the old 
detective. 

The big bell of the cemetery now began to toll. 

"Another dead one," said Harry. 

"Somebody dies every minute," replied Old Eing 
Brady. "Where is the superintendent?" 

"He went over to that little house," said Alice. 

"Ha! To telephone about this funeral, probably; we 
will wait." 

Meanwhile the policeman stood guarding the two pris- 
oners. 

"What do you think oLall this, Sing Bird?" demanded 
the old detective suddenly. 

"I don't know," replied the Chinese student. "It 
is all very strange." 

"Isn't it possible that Pye Joe himself put up this job?" 

"Perhaps. He is a Secret Service detective. Detec- 
tives do strange things." 
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" ''That's what they do. You know of no reason why 
Pye Joe should do such a thing, however?" 

"No, Mr. Brady. If he did it I am sure he would 
have let me know." 

Just then the superintendent came hurrying up. 

"Another Chinese funeral is coming," he said. "The 
death certificate is signed by the same man as in this 
case, and the undertaker is this man Santelli." 

"Ha!" cried the old detective. "Now we begin to 
get down to business. Harry, bring Santelli here." 

Santelli was as white as a sheet when Harry led him 
over. 

"Search him!" cried Old King Brady. "Take his knife 
away !" 

Thoroughly cowed now Santelli made no resistance. 
Harry got the knife but nothing ' else of interest 
turned up. 

Old King Brady tlfen deftly handcuffed the man. 
"It's the Tombs for you, Santelli," he said. "We know 
all now." 

"Me-knowa noting! Me knowa noting!" the under- 
taker protested, shedding tears. 

"He'll be. easy," Old King Brady whispered to the 
superintendent. "Open this coffin that is coming. Leave 
the rest to me." : % 

The funeral was a big one, there being many carriages 
and a crowd of Chinamen. 

Santelli's assistant jumped out of the first carriage and 
came hurrying up. 

He seemed horrified at the plight his employer was 
in and the two commenced to sputter in Italian. 

"Talk English, if you.must talk at all," 'Old King 
Brady sternly ordered. 

Both shut up tightr then. 

Meanwhile the superintendent got busy. ? 

The coffin was taken out and opened without ceremony. 

It contained the body of an elderly Chinaman terribly 
wasted... r 
. That the man had been both an opium smoker and a 
consumptive anybody could see. 

The name written in the certificate was Qee Hen. 

T6 Old King Brady all was plain. 

"Bury that man," he said to the superintendent. "I 
will return to New York with my prisoners and attend 
to the rest." 

"And this box of bricks?" demanded the superintend- 
ent. ; 

"I don't care what you do with it." 

Old King Brady then bundled his two prisoners into 
one carriage and he and Harry got in with them. 

Alice and Sing Bird went into their own carriage and 
a start for New York was made. 

As for the Chinaman — Old King Brady felt no in- 
terest in him. - 

To get anything out of a Chinaman if he don't want 
to tell it is next to impossible. 

But with the Italian it was different. 

As soon as they were well started the old detective 
produced the two burial certificates, which the superin- 
tendent of the Evergreens had allowed him to take under 
promise of prompt return, and flourished them in the 
.'undertaker's face. 



"Forgezy!" he cried^ "You did it! You copied the 
certificate of Gee Hen and forged the doctor's name to 
it, so as to be able to bury that coffin full of bricks. Con- 
fess ! Tell the truth ! Tell me who paid you to do this 
thing and it may be that I will hush, it up altogether. If 
not it is the Tombs for yours and the Island in the end 
surest thing!" 

No need to go through all the details of what followed. 

Enough to say that Old King Brady wo^tout as usual. 

Before they reached the ferry Santelli owned up. 

His story was that a Chinaman whom he did not know 
paid him a hundred dollars to pack the coffin with bricks 
and give him a blank death certificate. 

He utterly denied having forged the certificate himself. 

As for the Chinaman who had managed the funeral, he 
declared that he did ngt even know his name. 

How much of this was true and how much false the 
Bradys failed to learn. 

When they got to New York, Old King, Brady let 
Santelli go, after exacting a promise from him that he 
would use every exertion to locate the Chinaman who 
had hired him. 

The Chinaman whom he had arrested Old King Brady 
locked up in the Tombs and for two days a Chinese court- 
inteTpreter worked over him, but with no success. 

The man claimed to be the head of the order of the 
/'Five Palms." 

He stated that the coffin had been delivered to his so- 
ciety by Santelli and a man named Ping Wing, who had 
since started for San Francisco. He was told to attend 
to the funeral and that was all he knew.' 

Tliis Chink was finally set free and the whole case 
fell flat. 

Sing Bird started for, the Pacific Coast promising to 
notify the Bradys ii he saw 1 or heard anything of his 
cousin in California. , 

On top of this came orders from the Secret Service 
Bureau to drop the matter*and^,go to work on another case. 

And so the incident was forgotten and for some months 
it was not revived. 

But it finally came up ag^ain in the way we are about J 
to describe. t 

The ^following spring the Bradys were sent to San 
Francisco on Secret Service business. 

This was tfye year before the earthquake and fire. 

Old Sah Franeisco was still in its glory. 

During all this time nothing had been heard of Pye 
Joe and his place on the Secret Service force had been 
filted by another Chinese detective. 

The case upon which, the detectives had been working — 
it was a matter of silk smuggling — having been brought 
to a successful termination, the Bradys were just about 
to Teturn to New York when an order came from the 
Chief, of the Secret Service at Washington, which ran 
as follows, after some preliminaries in regard to the case 
just closed : . ' 

"It has been reported from a reliable source that Pye 
Joe, the" Chinese detective, who was supposed to have 
died in New York six months ago, has several times been 
seen on Dupont street, San Francisco, but always at 
night. * 
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"As this man was most useful to us and always faithful 
to Secret Service interests, you are hereby ordered to 
remain over a week or so and see if you cannot find him. 

"If he is alive and well and has gone into other busi- 
ness, you need not disturb him,' but if he i8 in trouble 
or held a prisoner, or can be brought back into the serv- 
ice, you may use your own judgment as to what to do. 
In any event find him if you can and report." 

This order bore the personal signature of the Chief 
of the United States Secret Service. 

Old King Brady threw the paper, over to Harry with 
an exclamation of disgust. 

"So we are to be tied here for another week or more, 
it seems," he said, "f <W't like this very well." 

"It seems almost trivial," remarked Harry; "especially 
the last part of it. I wonder if there can be any mis- 
take?" i ' . 

"Hardlv. You see the signature." 

"Yes."* 

"I suppose those Washington fellows have reasons of 
their own for wanting this fellow, but what bothers me 
is why they can't come out flatfooted and say so." 

"Exactly! What shall we do?" 

"The first thing to do is to call up the Leland Stan- 
ford University and ask Sing Bird if he has heard any- 
thing of his missing cousin." 

Alice, who was with the Bradys" when this conversa- 
tion took place, looked up with more attention than she 
had been showing. • * . 

Old King Brady caught the expression of her face. . 

He said nothing, but it started him thinking. 

".I'll go and telephone," said Harry. 

He left the room and instantly Old King Brady 
•on Alice. ' 

"Well, and what do you know?" he demanded, 

"What do I know about what?" V ' 

"You know something about this Pye Joe case which 
you are keeping baofc, Alice." 

Alice laughed. , • 

"Why, you annoy me, Mr. Brady," she said. ''Do you 
suppose for a moment that I would hold anything back, 
which wa%of real importance ?" 

"Then what is it?" 



"Just that Sing Bird tried to persuade me to run away 
with him on that afternoon when we rode* back from the 
cemetery. He showed me a great wad o*f money and be- 
gan making love to me fast and furious. Of course, I 
was good for him." • ■ 

"You should have told me this, Alice." 

"Well, probably I ought to have done so, but I could 
see no use in stirring Harry up. The case .was .a dead 
one, anyway ; but if you want my opinion, £[arry won't 
get Sing Bird on the 'phone." 

"You don't think that Sing Bird is a student at the 
Leland Stanford University, then?" 

"I do not." ' ... 

For the first time Old King Brady found himself really 
vexed with his female partner. - 

Still, after a moment's reflection, he was able to appre- 
ciate Alice's position. 

Lighting a cigar he sat smoking in silence. / 



"You are angyry with me, Mr. Brady?" demanded 
Alice. * , 

" Oh, no. ? Still it could have done no harm to have 
told me this." 

"I see now that I was wrong. I hope you will for- 
give me." . , 

"Oh, don't mention it again. It is all right." 

The entrance of Young King Brady cut the discussion 
short. 

"Well, did you get him?" demanded the old detec- 
tive. 

"Get nothing!" cried Harry. "There is no such per- 
son as Sing Bird at the Stanford University and never 
was." 



CHAPTER IV. 

I WAS IT SING BIRD? 

"I am not surprised," said Old King Brady. "I took 
but little stock in the fellow. So he proves to be a fake?" 

"A fake student, yes. I got the secretary on the wire. 
He declared that he never heard of Sing Bird. He was 
very polite about it and called one of their Chinese stu- 
dents to the telephone. I talked with this man and he 
positively assured ime that no Chinaman in any way an- 
swering to the description of Sing Bird was- at the uni- 
versity nor had been since his coming there, which was 
three years ago." 

"Settled," said Old King Brady. "Now then you two 
better put in this evening in Chinatown in disguise. I'm 
turned* feeling too tired to go out to-night, so instead I shall go 
to bed," • 

Old King Brady then went into his own room and left 
the lovers— if they may be so termed — to themselves. 

It was eight o'clock when Alice and Harry left the old 
Lick House, on Montgomery street, where they wtere stay- 
ing at the time. 

They went up on Kearney street to a German cos- 
turner's, a man often employed by the Bradys. 

Here Alice adopted a carefully 'chosen Chinese male 
disguise. ' 

Harry decided on the spur of the moment to go as 
he was, although when they fpst entered the place it 
had been his intention to disguise. - 

"And now where?"- demanded Alice, as they turned 
into Sacramento street and climbed the hill through the 
wonderful Chinese market. 

"Anywhere the spirit moves," replied Harry. "Really 
I have no eho.ice. No doubt Sing Bird was an assumed, 
name. It is like looking for a needle in a haystack to 
expect to find the fellow anyway." 

Chinatown in San Francisco as it was before the great 
calamity which befell that city in April/ 1906, bore little 
resemblance to the three dirty blocks which constitute the 
Chinese quarters in New York. 

Mott, Doyers and Pell streets could have been dropped 
down in San Francisco's Chinatown and lost. ^ 

Here it was, a bit of old China grown up in the Golden 
City, and the place bore every resemblance to the real 



8 



THE BEADYS AND THE FAN TAN PLAYERS. 



thing in Shanghai or Canton, except as to the style of 
buildings, which were largely of the gray stone used by 
Calif ornians in early days. Such as were! not thus con- 
structed were of wood. 

Sacramento street, between Kearney and Dupont, was 
in all respects the most peculiar block in Chinatown. 

One side and part of the other was devoted to the sale 
of fresh and cooked provisions; meat, vegetables, poultry 
and fish were vended from little open booths and from 
the sidewalk itself. 

The street was always densely packed with Chinamen 
and Chinese women, and on this occasion the crowd was 
so great that Harry and Alice could scarcely force their 
way through. 

It was indeed like looking for a needle in a haystack 
for Sing Bird had only to shed his stylish clothes to make 
himself look like any other Chink to be practically in- 
visible. 

At the corner of Dupont street Harry paused, uncer- 
tain what to do. * 

"Come, Alice, give us a steer," he whispered. "Really, 
I feel like a man lost in the shuffle." 

"Hush," said Alice. "These men on my left are talk- 
ing about something interesting. For the moment we 
ftop here." » 

The group in question were huddled together in front 
of one of those nondescript shops which used to be so 
plentiful in Dupont street. 

In these places one would see a few queer boxes and 
bottles displayed on shelves with little or nothing in the 
window; perhaps a, Chinese sword made of coins, or a 
few bits of silk, a sampan or counting board, and the like. 

Many of these places were actually drug stores, where 
queer decoctions were sold. 

But by far the larger part of them were mere blinds 
intended to conceal a fantan joint in the cellar or a lot- 
tery office up stairs. 

Let a white man try to buy anything in one of them, 
and failure was the inevitable result. 

And right here Alice's knowledge of Chinese came in. 

She could understand every word the men were saying 
and she listened with close attention. 

At last she touched Harry's arm and they walked on. 

"What is it?" demanded Young King Brady, when 
they had passed out of hearing of the group. 
, "There seems to be some queer heathen ceremony in 
the wind," replied Alice. "These men are to meet at 
midnight at the shrine of the fantasn god." 

"The god of gamblers?" 

"Something of that sort. v 

"And what is the old gentleman's name?" 

"I couldn't quite make out. You know there is noth- 
ing in the world so difficult as to understand the spoken 
names of these Chinese idols. This is no joss, house idol, 
no Tegular prayer stick god whom any one can consult 
who has the price. He seems to be the special patron 
of fantan players." 

"All right; but he must have some name. Let ns call 
him $t. Fantan. That will do as well as anything else." 

"Hold on, Harry. You are shooting ahead a little too 
fast. If I know Chinese, then you know San Francisco 



better than I do. Now pay attention: this god literally 
described is the great spirit of the webbed-footed one." 

"Then when on earth he must have been a duck or a 
goose." 

"Quit your nonsense and see if you can't help me out 
in this." 

"But what has the great spirit of the webbed-footed 
one to do with Sing Bird?" 

"All webbed-footed ones are birds." 
"Ha! You have me there." 

"I have an idea that Sing Bird may have been a gam- 
bler. He showed -me a big roll of bills when we came 
back from that memorable funeral, when they tried to 
bury the bricks." , 

"He did, eh? How came he to do that?" 

"Oh, he was boasting about his wonderful luck and 
how he made rnoney at the races." 

"A sporty Chink." ; ' 

"I heard those men mention an address. I have been 
trying to get it in if you would only give,me a chance." 

"Pardon. And the address? Is it of the god of the 
webbed feet?" 

"It is the place where their meeting is to be pulled 
off to-night." , 

"Yes? Well?" 

"No. Jackson street."* I ' ' 

"That will be near Stockton street." 
"Yes." 

"And the hour?" 

"They are to assemble at eleven o'clock. The meeting 
is to be pulled off at midnight." 

"We better take a loolS around there, then. It might 
as well be that as anything else. It will only be by a 
streak of wonderful luck that we catch our bird." 

This point being settled, they moved on to Jackson 
street and walked up the hill toward Stockton. 

They soon spotted the iiouse in question.- 

It was an old-fashioned frame affair. 

A to let bill napped at the open' doorway and another 
was displayed in the store window? 

The windows had been broken in the store front and 
both the broken glass and woodwork were plastered with 
daubs of mud and roofing tar. 1 

"Deserted," said Harry. 

"I think it is the same number," replied Alice. "In- 
deed, I am sure, and yet '■' 

"And yet ypu are not sure?" 
"Well, not quite." 

"We' must investigate. Come on in.'.' 

They passed through to the TeaT and entered the hack 
room, for the door was not fastened. 

From here they went into the rear. 
' It wag all deserted. Everything was dust and dirt. 

Harry opened the back door and found a small yard 
behind. 

This was full of all sorts of rubbish -which had evi- 
dently been thrown from the windows of adjoining 
buildings. 

This place has been deserted a long time," he remarked. 
"Looks so," replied Alice. "We will go up stairs." 
There were two stories above. 

On both floors the same condition of things prevailed. 
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Not only must the house have ween deserted for a 
long time, but it had evidently been the harboring place 
of tramps and other desperate characters. 

"I must surely have made a mistake in the number," 
said Alice. 

"Perhaps not. This looks like a place where a secret 
meeting could be pulled off. Suppose we go on the roof?" 
"What for?" 

"Oh, just to get a look about; we might strike some- 
thing. I see there is a scuttle in the hall." 
"Hark!" 
"Well?" 

"I thought I heard a noise outside." 
"Hush! I hear it, too. Some one has just pulled up 
the scuttle." 

Harry tiptoed to the door and peeped out, Alice look- 
ing over his shoulder. 

At the end of the hall was a short ladder leading up 
to the scuttle which, although shut before, had now been 
raised. 

Harry pressed his finger to his 'lips and they waited. 
Suddenly a pair of Chinese legs came through the 
scuttle hole. 

The feet were enclosed in richly embroidered slippers. 

The trousers were of green silk embroidered with red 
and yellow threads. 

Thus far came th| intruder and there he remained. 

"What's the matter? Why don't he come on?" whis- 
pered Alice. 

"Hush !" replied Harry. "Not a sound !" 

For several minutes the feet and legs remained as de- 
scribed. 

Then all at once the Chink got a move on. 

He came down two steps and a hand appeared with an 
electric flash light. 

Suddenly the Chink ducked his head and flashed the 
lantern into the hall. 

He gave a sharp exclamation and darted up the ladder. 

"He saw usl He was scared!" exclaimed Harry. 

"If you had only known what he said!" cried Alice. 
"After him — quick! Didn't you see his face?" 

Harry did not stop to reply. Indeed, he did not con- 
sider the question of any importance. 

He clambered up the ladder, Alice closely following. 

But when they got on the roof there was no one to 

be seen. . 

w 

"He has slipped us," said Young King Brady. "Gone 
down in some other house, probably." 

"Didn't you see his face?"" demanded Alice again. 
"Why, yes and no. I didn't get a very clear look at it." 
"Which is a pity, for it was the face of Sing Bird." 
"Sure?" 
"Positive." 

"But these young Chinks all look aljjse." 

"Not to one who has been accustomed to seeing them 
about me ever since I was a child. It was surely Sing 
Bird." 

"But he was very differently dressed." 
"Did you expect to see him as*we saw him before?" 
"I suppose I had no right to expect it, and just the 
same I suppose I did. But seriously, Alice, don't you 



think your imagination may have' run away with you just 
this once?" . 

"T do not, Harry, and if you had heard whar he said 
you would have known why I am so sure." 

"Well, what did he say?"* 

"It is hard to translate; literally it meant: 'Why, it's 
that dog-faced little detective." 

"Dog-faced, eh ! Well, that don't prove it, Alice. He 
may have been some Chink I have run up against in the 
past." 

"Harry," said Alice emphatically, "you are deceiving 
yourself. It was Sing Bird. I know his voice." 

"All right," said Young King Brady; "if he is Sing 
Bird, then the chances are he must have a nest some- 
where around here. Let us see if we can find our bird." 

/■ 

CHAPTER V. 

UP AGAINST A CHINESE MYSTERY. 

'Whether the Chink with the embroidered trousers was 
Sing Bird or not Young King Brady and Alice could not 
find him nor discover where he went to. 

They climbed Up to the next roof above and down upon 
the next below. 

In both cases they found the scuttles tightly fastened. 

They looked behind chimneys and peered up and- down 
along the block, but nowhere could, they see Sing Bird 
or any other Chink. 

At last they gave it up and went tlown onto Jackson 
street. * 

Harry now kicked out of the traces altogether. 

"I don't believe it was Sing Bird," he declared. 

"Very well," replied^ Alice. "Have it your own way, 
then, but I tell you that was Sing Bird." * 

"What is more important, are you sure of your num- 
ber?" said Harry. 

"As sure as I can be of anything." 

"Very well, then - y we will act on that. At eleven o'clock 
we will be on the watch in this choice tenement and see 
if there is to be any gathering of the devotees of the web- 
footed god." " 

"And in«the meantime?" 

"Suppose we take in the Jackson street theatre." 

Alice assented and they started down the street. 

They had not advanced a. dozen steps when a Chinaman 
who was passing said something to Alice in his own lan- 
guage. . 

She stopped and exchanged a few words with him. 

Then the fellow, with as near a laugh as your average 
Chink ever comes to, moved on. 

"What was all that?" demanded Harry. 

"He asked me," replied Alice, "if I saw the ghost in 
there." 

m "Hello! The place is supposed to be haunted, then!" 
"That's it !" 

"Did you ask him who by?" 

"The place was a sort of boarding house for Chinese 
sailors, it seems. Five died in there of the bubonic plague 
three yeajs ago." 
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"Ha! And everybody has been afraid of the house 
ever since\" ■ •. , 

"That is it." . ' , 

"Three years should be enough to disinfect the place. 
I fancy there is no real danger." 

They went on to the theatre. 

This Jackson street theatre was the largest of seyeral 
Chinese theatres which ran* in San Francisco. 

When Alice and Harry entered one of the'interminable 
historic plays was in full blast. 

A gorgeously robed individual occupied the stage. 

Hejwore a horned mask and was reciting something. 

Every noV and then he would whirl about on one heel 
and then continue his talk. 

Behind him sat the orchestra with their odd* instru- 
ments. 

Every time the actor whirled there came a crash of 
cymbals and a furious beating of drums. 

"What is it all about?" Harry whispered. 

"He is telling about a "battle in the days of the Ming 
dynasty," replied Alice, after listening for a moment. 

"What makes him whirl around?" 

"Oh, Harry, it is impossible to explain exactly. It is 
like sentences in English. He finishes with one particular, 
point which he is trying to inake and then whirls around 
-nsee?" , 

"I' think so. Can you understand everything he is 
saying?"' ' 1 

"Most of it; not all." 

"Ask/that fellow next to you how long this play has 
been running?" ^ i 

A^ce did it and the answer was over three months. 

But this was nothing. Chinese plays sometimes con- 
tinue for a year. 

Not thatiihesgame things are done and said each night, 
but the'play continues like a serial story in a paper. 

Such a thing as completing a. play in one evening is 
unknown to the Chinese. 

Harry had taken in the Chinese theatre so many times 
that he had now reached the point where he found it 
intolerably dull. 

Even Alice got tired of it after a little, and the bang 
and clatter of the orchestra began to get on, her nerves. 

So they left the theatre and wandered up and down 
Dupont street looking in at a fantan game, inspecting 
an opium joint and getting a bite at the "Three Kings" 
restaurant about ten o'clock. 

From the restaurant they went back on Jackson street 
again and took their stand opposite the plague house, 
as they were i now calling the place in their talk. ' 

It was now almost eleven o'clock. 

It soon became evident that some attraction existed 
in the deserted house. 

Every now and then a Chink would slide in at the side 
door. 

No two ever entered together. 

This was a sure sign that there was some secret about 
their business in the place. 

"You were right, Alice," said Harry. "Either your 
web-footed god hangs out in some room we didn't see or 
those fellows are using that ladder to get into one of the 
next houses." * '. 



The houses on either side were old-fashioned frame- 
^tenements and seemed to be swarming with people when 
they looked at them before. 

But it was now getting late, and few ( were going in. 
and out, although most of the windows were lighted. 

Alice carefully scanned each face as the different 
Chinks slipped into the plague house, but she could see- 
nothing of Sing Bird. 

Finally there came a lull. 

It was now half past eleven and for twenty minutes 
no one had gone in. 

"Suppose we tackle it again, Alice?" Harry suggested. 

"I am ready any time," was the reply. 

They slipped across the street and entered the house. 

"We may as well go right up stairs," said Harry. "I 
have no idea that there is anything doing on the ground 
floor." 

They crept softly up to the floor above. 

Not a sound could they hear, either there or below 
them. . j 

"It's the ladder," said Harry. "These people are sim- 
ply using ^this as a road to take them into some other 
house." 

"Let's go to the top floor," replied Alice. "There may 
come another. We can watch and see where he goes." 

On the top floor everything was found as dark and 
deserted as below. ? 

"We will go' on the roof," said Young King Brady. 
"There we will hide behind the chimney and watch for 
a bit." . 

There was a good chance to do this, for the chimney* 
were bpth broader and taller than usual. 

They picked out the one in the rear and stood close 
together behind it. 

"If they pass up the street they will see us sure," said 
Alice. 

"We can double around the chimney," replied Harry. 

"Better have your revolver ready." 

"It is ready. I'd like to see any Chink who can draw 
quicker than I can." 

"Wait ! It seems to rne that I heard some one on the 
ladder." 

"I hear no one." 

"Probably I was mistaken." 

They waited some minutes and there was no sound.' 

Then suddenly when least expected^ a Chinaman's head 
appeared at the scuttle opening. 

He peered about suspiciously and then came up on the 
roof. 

To the relief of both watchers he turned his back to 
the chimney and climbed down to the roof below. 

Watching they saw him go to the third house, where 
he raised the scuttle and disappeared. 

"Good enough!" said Harry. "Now we have located 
them." 

"That's what!" added Alice.. "Next move!" 
'-, "We may as well slip down there and see what's going 
on. We will be very careful and run no risks." 

"I am willing." % 

"It's a go, then; but we will wait a minute and see if 
anybody follows that fellow. You know how tlie Chinka 
go trailing after each other." 
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They waited ten minutes, but no one came. 
They then climbed down from house to house and 
came to the scuttle in question. 
It was 'not fastened. 

Harry peered down through the opening and listened. 

There was a 'small lamp burning in a niche in the 
wall below, so if any one had been lurking there Harry 
would surely have seen them. 

"We go, now," he whispered, and he let himself down 
through the scuttle. 

Alice quickly followed. 

They listened at the different doors, but could not 
hear a sound. .' . 

Stealing down to the floor below they repeated the 
process with the same result. 

The next flight brought them to the ground floor, where 
the street door stood open. 

There was also another open door which was slightly 
ajar. 

Harry ventured to push it further back and peer in. 

Thos room was empty and from the odds and ends of 
rubbish strewn about it looked as if it had just been 
vacated. 

Before Harry could come out Alice suddenly jumped 
in after him and pushed the door to. 

"Some one coming up the cellar stairs," she breathed. 

"Listen at the crack," Harry whispered. 

Footsteps were heard and these sounds suddenly ceas- 
ing, they could hear some one talking in Chinese. + 

Alice kept her ear to the crack. 

It was a trying moment. 

This was one of the«times when Harry would have 
given almost anything he possessed to have understood 
Chinese, and he inwardly congratulated himself that he 
had associated with him one who could. 

The talk continued for some moments, and then foot- 
steps were heard both going forward and back. 

"What is it?" whispered Harry. , 

"As near as I can make out," replied Alice, "they have 
either killed somebody or are going to kill some one. At 
all events, one man has gone out to get a wagon to -carry 
off the body in a bag while the other has gone back to 
some secret den fcelow stairs." 

"By Jove, Alice ! We seem to be connecting with some 
mystery or another all right." 

"That's what. But what shall we do?" 

"Well, we are out for adventure. Suppose- we slide 
down to Portsmouth Square, engage a cab and follow up 
this outfit?" 

"I am willing. But ought we not try to prevent the 
killing?" 

• "And risk our lives in the feecret den? I draw the line 
at that. It is probably some .Highbinder business and 
none of ours, but just the same if you really did see Sing 
Bird it may have some connection with him*." 

"We will go for the cab." s 

They slipped out into the street. 

Noting the number of the house, which was just a 
plain Chinese, tenement and had nothing to distinguish 
it from other similar houses on the block, they hurried 
to Portsmouth Square. 



Here there wis no difficulty in engaging a nighthawk 
cab. - 

Young King Brady displayed his shield to the driver 
and explained his purpose. 

"You drive up to' the corner of Dupont street and 
Jackson," he said, "and wait for us there. We have to 
watch the doorway." 

The driver, interested by the promise of double pay, 
readily agreed. 

Harry and Alice saw him located and, then, slipping 
into a doorway opposite the house, went on the watch. 

It was now a little after midnight and Chinatown 
was beginning to quiet down. 

During the moments which passed no one entered the 
suspected house until twenty minutes past twelve, yhen 
a light, business wagon, such as the Chinese use to bring 
fish and vegetables over from Oakland, came up the hill. 

There were two Chinamen on the seat, and Alice whis- 
pered to Harry that one of them was the man who 
had gone in search of the wagon. 

This one jumped down and went into the house. 

Within a very few minutes the Chinaman who had 
gone in came out again accompanied by another. 

Between them they carried a big potato sack which, 
from, its appearance, might well have contained a human 
body. 

"By Jove, Alice! You were right!" whispered Harry. 
"Shall we mover" 
"Wait until they start." % 
The start was immediate. 

The Chinaman who had come with the body jumped 
on the seat with the driver, while the other went back 
into the house. 

Immediately"'the, wagon was driven down the hill. 

"Now," said. Harry, and they hurried down fc> Dupont 
street. \ * 

The cab' driver, instead of being on the alert, appeared 
half asleep. 

"Now then! After that wagon whiqjh has just gone 
down- Jackson street!" said Harry. 

Alice opened the door and got into the cab, or rather 
started to do so, for she instantly drew back. 

For, seated in one corner of the cab, was a tall, roughly 
dressed man. 



. CHAPTEB VI. , 

ofcp KING ^BEADY CONSULTS A CHINESE FORTUNE TELLER. 

Old King Brady told a great- big white lie when he 
informed his partners that he was tired and was going 
to bed. * 

The old detective had no such intention. 

He was going to take .hold, of the case in a peculiar way 
— to try a little, scheme of his own. 
' Old King Brady lias many friends among the Chinese, 
both in New York and in San Francisco. 

In the former city his'principal/Chmese friend is an 
old opium joint keeper named Quong Lee, who, consid- 
ering himself under deep, obligations to the old detective, 
is at all times ready to serve his interests. 
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Now it happened that just before leaving New York 
Old King Brady dropped in at Quong Lee's place and 
in course of conversation happened to mention that he 
was going to California. ' 

Old Quong then began to talk ahout a wonderful wise 
woman who had been mystifying the Chinese of San 
Francisco. 

"You likee see queer peoples, Blady," he said. "Mebbe 
plaps you likee see her. Me givee you letter to fiend of 
mine an' he takee you dlere. Oh, she belly wise woman; 
belly wise, indeed." 

And Old King Brady took the letter, just as he would 
have taken anything else there was going which might 
possibly prove of service to him. 

Ue had not given the matter particular thought until 
the orders came from the Secret Service Bureau to take 
up the case of Pye Joe. 

Then it suddenly occurred to the old deetctive that 
it would be a good chance to see what the wisdom of the 
wise woman amounted to, and he resolved to go it alone. 

Hence the white lie, and after Harry and Alice had 
been given start enough to get them away from the Ger- 
man costumer's, Old King Brady .clapped on his big white 
hat and went around there himself. 

He found that he had hit off the time right, fo£ his 
partners had just left. 

Here Old King Brady procured a few articles, which 
he needed to enable him to make one of his lightning 
changes. 

He then went up on Washington street, where the 
rich old Chinese merchants lived, and called on Quong 
Lee's friend, one Wink High. 

The old. fellow, who was an importer of dried sharks' 
fins, edible birds' nests and other Chinese delicacies, re- 
ceived him yery courteously and read the joint keeper's 
letter. ' 

"Yair; lat allee light," he said. "Quong Lee him 
my muehee good fiend. Me hear whole lot 'bout Old 
Kling Blady. Me glad to see you, yair." 

Then before he would even allude to the wise woman 
Wink High had to go through, with the usual Chinese 
social etiquette. 

Tea was served in little cups with the saucers on top; 
the samschu bottle was brought out and cakes, candied 
ginger and cigars were set forth. 

Old King Brady had to. pretend to partake of every- 
thing or his host would have been mortally offended'* 

This done, Wink High was ready to talk. 

"Yair, me see dlat woman, Mlister Blady," he said. 
"She stlange woman, belly stlange. She tellee you ebly- 
ting you ever do all your life, yair. She go tellee me, I 
lite Quong Lee 'bout her. He wantee me to bling her 
New York. He say" we makee big bag money, so she can 
giw tips on de laces, but dlat de one ting she no can do." 

"If she could give true race tips your big bag of money 
would be sure," laughed the old detective* "But I would 
like to see her, High, and if you can take me there I* 
shall be very much obliged." • 

"Oh, dlat can be right away quick now," responded 
High, ""but dere was one tlouble." 

"What is that?" 
; "Plenty people know you. Me myself, I plenty time 



see you, yes. I know you, Ole Kling Blady, detective £ 
what I know others dley know. Pleece say no fortune 
tellers be in San Flisco, so dey no lettee you in. Belly 
seclet place, belly muehee seclet; you lunderstand?" 

"I understand perfectly, High," replied the old detec- 
tive. "I will fix all that." 

"You can so? Dlen we go right away now quick." 

"Watch me," said Old King Bfady, and right before 
Wing High the old detective made one of his lightning 
changes. 

Thus transformed he appeared as a rough-looking old 
fellow, a broken down sport of the sort who nightly float 
about. Chinatown by dozens. 

Old Wink High clapped his hands admiringly. 

"You muehee good lactor!" he cried. "You ought to 
be in theatre, yair." v 

"Is it all right now?" demanded the old detective. 

"Allee light. Come!" 

Wink High clapped on a round, blue skull cap and let 
his pigtail down to its full length. 

Then, calling a boy and saving something to fcim, he 
led the way to the street. 

He took Old King Brady around on Dupont street and 
they walked across Pacific avenue. 

They had now entered the limits of the notorious 
"Barbary Coast," the "Tenderloin" of San Francisco, on 
the edge of which Chinese were still to be found. 

Wink High entered a little cigar store and saying a 
few words to its Chinese proprietor he went through 
into a back room, where several Chinamen were seated 
smoking. » 

Some talk followed, unintelligible to Old King Brady, 
of course, and then the old Chink produced money. 

"I pay," said Old King Brady. "How much?" 

"You pay nloting," replied Wink High. "You my 
good fiend." 

Old King Brady was too wise in the ways of the Chinese 
to persist. 

No man on earth is so hospitable as your rich American 
Chinaman, when he chooses to be. 

Wink High had made up his mind to treat .Old King 
Brady to a "fortune tell," and that was all there was to it. 

He gave one of the Chinks two dollars and then a trap 
door was raised and Wink High, armed with two little 
red tickets which he had received for his money, led the 
way down a ladder. 

Old King Brady was about to visit one of the secret 
dens of Chinatown, into which no white man could hope 
to penetrate unescorted by a Chinese. 

At the foot of the ladder they found themselves in a 
narrow enclosure boarded up on four sides, where sundry 
boxes were stored. 

There was no sign of .a door. 

An ordinary police detectire penetrating the place 
would have seen nothing suspicious. 

The trap door was lowered and they stood in the daTk. 

"Dlat allee light, Blady," said Wink High. "Just a 
minute now." 

A bell rang somewhere. 

In a minute light was seen shining through the cracks 
of the boards on one side. 
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Presently one of the boards was pulled aside and a 
Chinaman with a small lantern appeared. 

"You gottee tlickets?" he asked with a suspicious 
glance at the old detective. 

Wink High handed over the tickets and they passed in, 
the Chinaman putting the board back into place. 

They now followed a secret passage boarded up o(n 
both sMes. 

Old King Brady saw that it was leading them in the 
direction of Stockton street. 

Soon they came to a heavy wooden door upon which 
the Chinaman rapped three times. 

"Belly seclet, belly seolet," said Wink High with a sat- 
isfied chuckle. 

The door was now opened by another Chink, who es- 
corted them through to a small room hung with Chinese 
silk, where four or five Chinamen and as many Chinese 
women were gathered. 

The place was lighted by a bronze lamp suspended 
from the ceiling. 

The light was so dim that it was scarcely possible for 
the old detective to discern the features of those about 
him, all of whom were standing, there being no seats in 
the room. / 

At one side a red curtain was drawn and near this was 
a little standing desk with slips of red paper and a Chi- 
nese inkstand and brush. 

Those present were all talking together, it seemed, and 
every one appeared to eye him suspiciously. 

But Wink High said something to them which appeared 
to quiet their fears. • 

"But for Quong Lee's letter I might have looked for 
this place till the cows came home," Old King Brady 
thought, and he backed up against the wall waiting for 
the wise woman to appear. 

Some minutes passed and there was nothing doing. 

Even Wink High did not speak to the old deteetive. 

At last the curtain was suddenly pulled aside by un- 
seen hands and the shrine of the wise woman stood re- 
vealed. 

"Upon a slightly raised platform stood a sort of throne 
made of some dark wood. 

It was a chair with big arms and an overhanging top, 
all elaborately carved with human heads, for the most 
part hideously distorted. 

Seated on this throne was a little dried up old Chinese 
woman witjwsmall feet and a hideously wrinkled face. 

She seemed like a person who had shrunken into al- 
most nothing from old age. 

Her round fa^e looked like a withered apple, her 
feet were scarcely bigger than those of a wax doll. 

She wor» a robe of yellow silk upon which silver stars 
weTe embroidered. 

Her hair had been glued up into a headdress of won- 
derful proportions. 

It rose at least two feet above her head and extended 
out a foot or more on each side, and the whole queer 
monstrosity was bedecked with false jewels and paper 
flowers. 

"Dlere she is," whispered Wink High in the old detec- 
tive's ear. "Belly wise woman ! Belly wise !" 



The work of the fortune teller then began, if indeed 
she can be said to have had anything to do with it. 

A man dressed in a white Chinese costume suddenly 
appeared beside her, wherever he came from, and stood 
there like a statue. 

One of the audience, a man, went to the desk and,, 
taking a slip of red paper from a book, wrote something 
upon it. 

This he rolled up into a tight ball and handed it to 
the attendant in white, who deposited it in a small urr* 
which stood on a table beside the throne. 

Another, a woman, wrote something, squeezed it up 
into a ball and this pellet also went into the urn. 

Others followed. . 

"You see how do?" whispered Wink High. "Bletter 
you comee last. Chinaman think he himself bletter as 
Melican man, so no comee flirst— »sabee ?" 

"I understand," replied the old detective. "It is my 
turn last. Very well. Are you going in?" 

"Yair. Might as better." 

"Will others come into this place until the wise woman 
is through with these?" 

"No. No more comee in till we allee gone." 
"I see." 

And thus matters proceeded. 

When it came Old King Brady's turn to write he went 
to the desk and 'printed with stylus : . * 

"What shall I do to find Pye Joe?" 

He crushed his pellet into the smallest possible com- 
pass and gave it to the man in white. 

It went into the urn with th^ rest of the pellets and 
the top was then screwed tightly upon it. 

The Chink in white then rolled the turn back and 
forth over the table, and tumbled it about in every di- 
rection. 

Certainly the pellets must have been thoroughly 
mixed. 

He then kneeled before the throne and reverently 
kissed both of the wise woman's little feet. 

The sybil did not even look at him. 

During the making of the pellets she had sat ^here 
blinking her little eyes. Now she appeared to be half 
asleep. 

The man got up and stood facing her. 

The audienee stood .around expectantly outside the 
shrine, maintaining perfect silence now. 

At last the old woman sat up straight and leaned her 
head against the back of the throne, but did not open 
her eyes. 

Presently she muttered a few words in a high-pitched 
squeaking voice. 

The white-coated attendant swung around and called 
out something in Chinese. 

Immediately every one began talking. 

"What is it?" Old King Brady whispered to Wink- 
High. 

"She says that she can. only answer six questions," re- 
plied High in his broken way. 

"That counts me out," thought Old King Brady. "I 
have merely wasted my time in coming here." 

Meanwhile the Chink in white was unscrewing the- 
top of the urn. 
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CHAPTER VII. 



•DEAD OR ALIVE. 



Having unscrewed the top of the urn the Chinaman 
turned his head away and looked up toward the ceiling. 

Then he thrust his hand into the urn and drew out a 
pellet, which he placed in the hand of the wise woman, 
who raised it to her forehead. 

The attendant placed the table in front of her and 
placed upon it a pad of red slips, a stylus and some Chi r 
nese ink. 

The wise woman held the pellet .to her forehead for 
a few seconds and then laid it on the table. 

Seizing the stylus she wrote with great rapidity, tore 
off the slip and flung it to one side. 

The attendant at once handed her another pellet and 
proceeded to open the first. 

Having spread it open he called out something in Chi- 
nese and the Chink who stood next to Old King Brady 
stepped forward and received both the pellet and the 
written slip, which he proceeded to read. 

The old detective judged that he had not received the 
answer he wanted by the black look which came over 
his face. ^ 

Three times more the process was repeated. 

The fifth pellet was then drawn from the urn, and 
having pressed it to her forehead, the old woman took 
up the stylus and held it ..motionless for some minutes. 

Then she began to write very slowly and in marked 
contrast with her former rapid execution of the Chi- 
nese characters. , 

At last she finished and threw the slip aside. 

The attendant passed her the sixth pellet and then 
turned all the rest .out of the urn and threw them into 
a basket at his feet. 

• Picking up the pellet and the paper he called ou"t: 
"Dis Meliean man!" 

-Old Bang Brady stepped forward and received both. " 
Hft was the only one who received back his pellet un- 
opened. 

Upon the paper was scrawled in good English, but in 
characters almost unintelligible, the following : 

"Pye Joe lives. The worshippers of the web-footed god 
have him a prisoner. At twelve o'clock go to the corner 
of Dupont and Jackson streets and enter a cab you will 
find standing there. Do this and success will come." 1 

By the time the old detective had studied out these 
words the sixth pellet had been delivered to its owner. 

Then the curtain was drawn and 'the door opened and 
the audience began to file out of the place. 

"We go now," said Wink High. "Me.-gettee nloting! 
.Ha, ha! One dlollar trow away." 

But he did not ask Old King* Brady what he had got. 

No Chinaman would think of such a thing. 

If Old King Brady chose to tell his business, well and 
•good, but to ask for his confidence ! Never! That is not 
Chinese etiquette. 

Your educated Chinaman is nothing if not polite. 

; \ 



One by one the Chinks filed out of the cigar store, the 
others remaining in the back room, each taking thei^ 
turn. ' ? 

But Old King Brady and Wink High went out to* 
gether, and this after all the rest had gone. 

Once on Dupont street the old detective looked at his 
watch. 

It was a little after ten. J 

It would be a long wait until twelve. 

He determined to go back with Wink High and have 
a little talk, and he said as much to the old man, who 
readily assented. 

Once back in- Wink High's room the cigars were pro- 
duced and having lighted up Old King Brady said : 

"I suppose, High, you would like to know how I made 
out there?" 

"So you wantee tell, yair," replied the old man; "so 
you no wantee tell, dlen no." 
"I will tell vou part." 
"Belly well." 

"I want to find a certain Chinaman who has been 
missing for many months. I am told in this paper that 
lie is held a prisoner by the followers of the web-footed 
god." 

"So?" 

"Yes. What does that mean?" 
"Fantan." 

"Do the fantan players have a god with webbed feet ?" 
"Good luck to have toes stickee togedder, dlat what 
it means." 

• Have you any idea where these people meet?" 

"No. I hear 'bout dem in China. Never in San Flis- 
co.. Me no know." 

"I see. But now see here, Wink High, this paper is 
written in English. Does your wise woman speak English 
then?" 

"Not one word." 

"Nor write it?" 

"Not one word." 

"Then how could she write this?" 

Wink High made good his name, for he closed one eye 
and cocked up the other. 

"Me no know," he said. "Chinamans do tings one way, 
Melicans do tings noder way. Me no can 'splain." 

And this was all Old King Brady was able to get out of 
the old fellow. 

But he himself knew perfectly well that there was not 
one chance in a million that the withered old Chinese 
woman could write English. 

And yet he had seen her write the slip. 

"A case of thought transmission, as the modern psycho- 
logical school call it," he said to himself. 

But whatever it was it certainly was very Strange. 

Old King Brady remained with Wink High a while 
longer and then went out on the street and wandered 
about Chinatown until twelve o'clock. 

He then went to the corner of Jackson and Dupont 
streets, determined to put the writing of the Chinese 
wise woman to the test. 

Sure enough, there stood a cab drawn up at the curb. 

Old King Brady passed it and saw that there was no 
one inside. 
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\ Determined to try a bluff, he went up to the driver 
tod showed his shield. 

"I am a detective," he said. "A young man, also a 
detective, my partner, accompanied by a Chinaman, en- 
gaged this cab. I was to meet them here." 

Upon the cabby's answer the test of the wise woman's 
writing hung. 

It came promptly. 

"That's all right, I reckon," replied the cabby. "You 
have described my fare pretty good." » 

It cannot be said that Old King Brady was greatly 
surprised. 

He has seen too much of the strange doings of the 
Chinese. 

"The old witch wins," he said to himself. "It is re- 
markable!" 
Aloud he added: 

"I assure you it is all right. I'll wait for my partner 
inside the cab." 

And if the cabby had entertained any lingering doubts 
the five dollar note which Old King Brady slipped him 
quieted these. 

And so it was the old detective who had startled Alice 
when she saw him sitting in the cab. 

In the dim' light she had not recognized him, but 
Harry did when he turned, to §ee what the matter was. 

"In with you, Alice! It's only the Governor!" he 
exclaimed. 

They were off in a moment. 

"How in the world did you come here?" demanded 
Harry. "I thought we left you booked fta bed." 

"Changed my mind," replied Old King Brady. 

On the spur of the moment he determined to make 
a mystery of his presence in the cab, for the time being, 
at least. ' 

"But how did you know this was our cab?" persisted 
Harry. "Upon my word, you are well made up !" 

"No matter. What are you doing here? Have you 
located Pye Joe?" ^ 

"Not yel, but Alice claims to have seen Sing Bird." 
' "Good ! Explain all. I am not talking yet." \ 

Knowing that this was final, Harry hurriedly explained 
the situation. 

"Important!" exclaimed the old detective. "Lucky 
thing you overheard that conversation, Alice !" 

"Yes, but I don't fully understand what was meant by 
it," replied Alice. "These Chinese names all mean some- 
thing, but when they talk about the webbed-footed god I 
don't know what they mean." 

"Oh, that's dead easy. I know Chinese enough to ex- 
plain that myself!" said the old detective with, an air 
of superior wisdom. 

He felt that for once he had run ahead of Alice in a 
Chinese case. 

"Well, what does it mean, then?" demanded Harry. 
"The webbed-footed god is the particular patron of the 
fantan players." 

"Oh, we knew that much before." 
"You did not say it, then!" 

"Question is what has all t&at to do with Pye Joe?" 
"The real question is where the deuce are we going?" 
said Old King Brady, peering out of the window. 



"Where are we now?" demanded Harry. 
'^Running down Second street." 

.^There is no doubt they intend to throw that poor* 
wretch into the water." 
"And you are not sure whether he is alive or dead?" 
"No." 

"This must be headed off. Probably the bag is weight- 
ed. One of us ought to be on, the box. The driver may 
not keep close enough in." 

"I intended to ride there, but seeing you I got inside." 

"Pull him in and get up there now." 

"By the way, shall we attempt to hold those two Chinks 
or just to capture the bag ?" 

"Just to capture the bag. I don't think it would be 
wise to hold them." 

"Nor for Alice to show herself in Chinese dress V\ 

"Certainly not. Let them think that this is just a. 
police affair." 

"Correct!" said Harry. 

He stopped the cab and climbed on the box. 

"Mr. Brady, how in the world did you pick up your 
points?" demanded Alice. "Really, I am curious to 
know." 

" \"I ought not to tell you si«ce > you concealed from.me- 
the fact that Sing Bird made love to you coming home 
from the funeral," replied the old detective; "but I can- 
not refuse you. Here are the facts." 

He told of his visit to the wise woman. 

"Singular thing," remarked Alice. 

"Very. Ever hear of anything like it before?" 

"Yes, I have heard my father talk of people with whom- 
he had come in contact in China who could do such, 
things." 

"The old woman cannot have known ^English." 

"Next to impossible, I should say."' 

And while they were discussing the mystery, Harry 
was watching the wagon. 

The cabby had been faithful to his duty. 

Starting with the wagon nearly two blocks ahead of 
them he had reduced it to less than one and kept it so. 

They followed far up on" the line of the water front. 

At length the wagon turned; and ran down toward a 
wharf and out upon it. 

'The spot was a lonely one, and the wharf appeared to- 
be quite deserted, nor was there any craft tied up on 
either side. 

-"Faster! Faster !" cried Harry. 

Now at last the Chinks in the wagon appeared to real- 
ize that they were being followed. 

Suddenly reining in they jumped down and took to their 
heels, dodging in behind an old warehouse and abandon- 
ing the wagop. 

"We have lost them !" cried the driver. *** 

"The other way! We have got just what we want," 
said Harry. "Go on down to the wagon." 

The driver reined in right alongside of it. 

013 King Brady sprang out and Harry jumped down 
off the box. 

The bag, when it was put into the wagon, had been* 
covered by an old horse blanket. 
This Harry pulled aside. 

The bag was still beneath. i | 
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"Where did the Chinks go?" demanded Old King 
Brady. 

"Around behind that warehouse," Harry replied. "We 
evidently scared them off." 

He climbed into the wagon and felt of the bag. 

"Yes, there is some one in here," he said. 

"Rip it open!" said Old King Brady. 

Harry got out his knife and cut the fastenings of the 
bag. 

A black head was the first thing revealed. 

"Dead or alive?" demanded Old King Brady. "If he 
is dead let him stay where he is. I'm taking it for grant- 
ed that it's a man." 

Harry turned the bag dows over the head. 

"Great Scott!" he exclaimed. 

"Well?" 

"If I know anything, this is Sing Bird!" 

"You are right," said the old detective, shifting his 
position so that he could get a better view of the face; 
"but the question is, dead or alive?" 



CHAPTER VIII. 

HOW THE BRADYS SAVED SING BIRD. 

Harry put his hand upon the Chinaman's forehead. 
"He feels warm," he said. 

"Off with the bag, then!" replied Old King Brady. 
"If there is any chance of saving his life we must act." 

Harry cut the bag more and pulled it away. 

The Chinaman was laid out at full length on the bot- 
tom of the wagon. 

Alice, unable to restrain her curiosity, got out of 
the cab. 

"What is that you are saying? Is it really Sing Bird?" 
she asked. 

"Certainly it is," replied Harry. "See his embroidered 
trousers? This is the man we saw on the ladder, sure." 

"Alive or dead?" said Old King Brady. "Alive or 
dead? That is the question to be decided now. Keep a 
watch out for the Chinks, cabby. If you see anything of 
them shout." 

"Shall I go around behind the warehouse and see how 
fkings stand?" demanded Harry. 

"No; stay where you are, but keep a sharp watch." 

Old King Brady then began to examine into Sing 
Bird's condition in really scientific fashion. 

Being considerable of a doctor in his way, he was able 
in a minute to pronounce definitely on the subject. 

"He is alive," he said, "but he has been deeply drugged 
with something, and I don't think it is opium." 

"What on earth shall we do with him?" demanded 
Alice. 

"He must be taken to a Chinese physician at once," 
was the reply. "No ordinary doctor is capable of treat- 
ing his ease. Here, help me put him in the cab, Harry, 
and we will be off before some policeman comes butting 
in and causing delay." 

As Sing Bird was a light weight, this was easily done. 

"Now, just a look behind the warehouse to see if we 



are being watched," said the old detective. "Of course, 
it is best to know." 

He drew his revolver and went boldly around the end 
of the building. 

No one was in evidence. 

Out on the bay Old King Brady could see a small boat 
with two men in it. 

He turned his glass upon them and perceived that 
both were Chinamen. 

Doubtless they were the ones who had abandoned the 
bag, but there was no means of proving it, of course. 

"Stop at the Lick House on your way back to China- 
town, driver," said the old detective returning. "Then 
take us to the corner of Dupont and Washington streets 
as quick as you possibly can." 

He drew Harry aside and said: 

"You leave us at the Lick House and arrange it so that 
we can bring Sing Bird in there without excitement, if 
it comes around so that we can do it. Then watch outside 
the hotel until we come." 

They then started and drove as rapidly as ,was safe 
without attracting attention. 

Harry rode on the box and jumped off at the Lick 
House. 

At the corner of Dupont and Washington streets the 
cab stopped. 

"Now, Alice," said the old detective, "you get out and 
go up stairs in this corner building. On the first landing 
up you will find a door with the sign, Dr. Low Quing Jai, 
upon it. Make him understand that you are a detective, 
but allow him to believe that you are a Chinese one. Then 
tell him that we have a drugged Chinaman in the cab 
and that he must come down at once." 

Alice left the cab and hurried up the stairs. 

Once more Old King Brady examined into the con- 
dition of Sing Bird. 

"This man is very near death," he said to himself. 
"His heart scarcely beats at all. The doctor will have 
a corpse on his hands if he don't come quick." 

Meanwhile Alice was having troubles of her own. 

The door leading up into the tenement was open, but 
she rang the doctor's bell again and again and got no 
response. 

At last a light was seen through the keyhole and after 
a little the door was opened in the hall. 

An old Chink with a long, drooping mustache wear- 
ing big spectacles looked out and demanded what was 
wanted. 

Alice explained in her best Chinese. 
Dr. Jai seemed to entertain no suspicion that he was 
not talking to one of his own race. 
"Who is the man?" he asked. 

"I do not know," replied Alice. "There is a Secret 
Service detective with him. We rescued him from two 
Chinamen. I don't know who they were. But hurry, 
doctor; the man may be dying. We cannot very well 
bring him up here." 

"No, no! Don*t bring him into my place," said Dr. 
Jai, hurriedly. "I will come right down and examine him 
in the cab, but what shall we do for light?" 

"We have a light." 

"Very well. I will follow you quick." 
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Alice returned to the cab. 
In about five minutes the old Chink appeared. 
He carried in his hand a little closed basket. 
Old King Brady opened the door and the old fellow 
got into the cab. 
"Light," he said. "I must see his face." 
Old King Brady flashed his light upon Sing Bird. 
The doctor pushed up the eyelids and gave a grunt. 
He then listened at the heart and gave another grunt. 
"Dying?" demanded the old detective. 
"He be dead in two minutes if me no come." 
"I thought as much. Can you save him?" 
"Me no know." 

Dr. Jai opened his basket and took out a Bquare box. 

From this box he took a round bottle and out of the 
bottle came a flat pill which he placed between the lips 
of the unconscious man. 

"You drive about," he said. "Givee him plenty air. 
Mebbee he die ; mebbee he live ; me no know. Me no can 
do more." 

"How much?" demanded the old detective. 
"Flive dlollar." 

It was paid and the doctor withdrew. 
He stopped for a minute to speak to Alice and then 
traveled back up stairs. 
Alice got into the cab. 

"Drive around anywhere down town," Old King Brady 
called to the cabby, and they started. 

"Did you find out anything from the old fellow?" de- 
mandeoVthe detective. "He knows me well enough, but 
as he did not seem to recognize me I did not make my- 
self known." 

- "Probably it was just as well. What he said was sim- 
ply that the man had been drugged by a rare herb, which 
is known only to the Chinese. He said he would either 
be all right in half an hour or die within that time." 

"Then we can only hope for the best." 

The cab_ drove slowly on. "It has been a strange 
night," said Alice. 

"Indeed, yes," was the reply. "We seem to have 
blundered right into the case. I must say I consider it 
a great piece of luck. To tell the truth, I had very little 
hope that we should be able to find Sing Bird." 

"If he only lives." 

"Yes, if he only lives. Then no doubt he will be full 
of the desire for revenge, and if his fears are not too 
great we may be able to do business with him; but it is 
impossible to tell." 

Again Old King Brady listened at the Chinaman's 
heart. 

"It certainly seems to beat stronger," he said. 
"That's good," replied Alice. "Let us hope for the 
best." 

Old King Brady looked at his watch. 
It was half past one. 

"Eifteen minutes more will settle it," he said. 
And so it did, and the turn of the case was all to the 
good. 

Shortly before two the unconscious man began to 
sneeze. 

This he did several times and then straightened him- 
self up and began to breathe naturally. 



For a while he appeared to sleep, then suddenly he 
straightened up and opened his eyes and stared at his 
companions. 

Alice said something in Chinese and he murmured 
a reply. 

"English," said Old King Brady. "Sing Bird, how 
do you find yourself?" 

"Alive! I never expected it. Who are you?" 

"Old King Brady, the detective, in disguise." 
. "Ah! Is that so?" 

"Naturally you are surprised. But you need not talk 
now. I am staying at the Lick House. I have arranged 
to have you received- there. Come with me and have a 
good rest and then we will talk." 

"Am I arrested?" • 

"Not at all." 

"I should like to know more\now. Where did you 
get me?" 

"At the end of a wharf, away down beyond Brannan 
street. You were then in a bag and the two Chinamen 
who had you would have thrown you into 'the water in 
a moment. You were badly drugged, my friend." 

"I know it. Mr. Brady, you have saved my life." 

"Of that there is no doubt." 

"But how? For the poison which those wretches made 
me take there is but one antidote, and that no American 
knows." 

"I took you to Dr. Low Quing Jai. He gave you 
a pill." 

"Then let me tell you that you took me to the only 
man in S^n Francisco who could have saved my life — I 
mean the only one whom y6u could have reached." 

The young man relapsed into silence then, and scarcely 
spoke until they reached the Lick House. 

"I don't want to go in here," he then said; "they don't 
like my people. Let me go away." 

"As you will," replied Old King Brady, secretly de- 
termined not to lose sight of the fellow. "But I assure 
you it will be all right. This man is staying there." 

Alice spoke in Chinese at some length, Sing Bird an- 
swering. 

He seemed to have not the least suspicion that she 
was not a Chinaman. 

"It is all right," said Alice at last by a secret sign. 

Then she got out and there was Harry to meet them, 
and they passed into the hotel by the ladies' entrance. 

Harry put Sing Bird to bed in an inner room, from 
which he could not escape unless he jumped out of the 
window or passed through the room the Bradys proposed 
to occupy. 

"Get any points out of him, Alice?" asked Old King 
Brady, when the door was closed. 
"Not a thing," replied Alice. 

"Then to-morrow tackle him in your own proper per- 
son and see what luck you have." 

Alice then retired, but Harry watched until morning, 
for the Bradys were taking no chances with Mr. Sing 
Bird. 

The Chinaman slept late. 

Harry went to bed at seven, leaving the old detective 
on the watch. 

,Up to noon there was not a sound heard in the China- 
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man's room, but shortly afterward he was heard moving 
about, and at last he came out into the Bradys' room. 

Old King Brady and Alice awaited him, 1 Harry having 
gone to bed in another room. 

"Oh! It is really you two!" exclaimed the Chinaman 
with a forced smile. "Do you know, I was beginning to 
think I had been dreaming." 

"We are here," said Alice. "I suppose you have not 
forgotten me, Sing Bird?" 

"No, indeed!" 

"Nor have we forgotten you, my friend," said Old 
King Brady. "We are waiting to understand all this a 
little better. Meanwhile, let me inform yon that you 
had a very narrow escape last night." 

"Oh, I know it," replied the Chinaman. "You need 
not tell me that." 

Old King Brady rang>the bell, ordering breakfast, at 
which Harry joined them. 

Sing Bird had very little to say during the meal. 

By Old King Brady's orders not a word was said about 
Pye Joe. 

He wanted Sing Bird to speak for himself. 

And this at last the Chinaman did. 

"Mr. Brady, did you ever find out what became of 
Pye Joe?" he suddenly asked. 

"Never} Did you?" was the reply. 

"Wait! Do you want to find out?" 

"Surely." 
. "Is there a reward up for him?" 

"No reward, unless you want to pay one for the re- 
covery of your cousin." , 

Sing Bird grinned; 

"He is not my cousin," he said. 

"No more your cousin than you were a student at the 
Leland Stanford University." 
Another grin. 

"That's the time you pumped us full of lies!" said 
Alice. "How about giving us the truth now?" 

"I propose to do it, but first tell me all that happened 
last night." , 

"We have told you all," said the old detective. 

"But I was half dazed last night." 

"Well, then, we saw a bag put in a wagon, and as we 
guessed there was a man in it, we followed. We caught 
you just as two Chinks were about to throw you into the 
bay. We took you to Dr. Low Quing Jai and he brought 
you. back to life. That is all there is to it, my friend." 

"You have surely saved my life," said Sing Bird. "Now 
tell me what you want to do about Pye Joe and you will 
not find me ungrateful, for I propose to help yon, if I 
can." 



CHAPTEE IX. 

THE BEADTS HIT THE FANTAN JOINTS. 

"TheTe is just one way in which you can help us, Sing 
Bird," said Old King Brady, "and that is to put us next! 
to Pye Joe." 

"I will do it, but I want you to understand that it is 
as much as my life is worth." 



"We shall protect you." 

"If you can. Now here is the truth: Pye Joe is in 
the hands of a Chinese secret society and has been -ever 
since he was captured by Ping W T ing in New York." 

"Yes?" 

"Yes. They have kept him drugged pretty much of 
the time. While in that condition he talks like what 
you Americans call a clairvoyant — do you understand?" 

"Perfectly. I have long known that you Chinese pos- 
sess drugs which give powers of second sight." 

"It is so; but few of my own people understand their 
use." 

"And Pye Joe, while in this condition, gives tips on 
fantan aided by the webbed-footed god?" asked Old King 
Brady, throwing a bluff. 

Sing Bird looked at him curiously. 

"How did you ever find that out?" he asked. . 

"Never mind. Is it so?" 

"It is so." 

"Why can he do it while under the influence of this 
drug more than another time?" 
"So? Then you do not know all." 
"Tell me the rest." 

"Only a man who is himself webbed-footed, as you 
call it, can do that." 
"And is Pye Joe?" 
"Yes." 

,"Is that why you wanted him?" 

"Yes. Frankly, Mr. Brady, I belong to bne branch of 
fantan players and Ping Wing belongs to another". By 
accident we both found out that Pye Joe had his toes 
joined together by skin — you have another word for it." 

"By a membrane." 

"Yes. Then you see we both tried to get him. Ping 
Wing won out; I got left. They have kept Pye Joe 
hidden ever since. Last night I went spying around and 
found the place where they have been keeping him locked 
in. They caught me. You know the result?" a 

"You were there to steal Pye Joe?" 

"I was there to locate him. My friends would have 
stolen him." 

"And njow?" 

"Oh, I am going to give him up to you. I must. I 
shall have to leave San Francisco. If I was to appear 
openly on Dupont street the Highbinders would kill me 
within a week." 

"Was this place in the house out of which they brought 
you in the bag?" 

"Yes; it is a secret den deep under ground. I cannot 
take' you there myself, but I can tell you how to get there. 
I can give Miss Montgomery the Chinese password. I 
suppose, Miss, it was you who was with us in the cab last 
night?" 

"Yes," replied Alice; "that was I." 

"You make up so well. Nobody could tell. I did not 
suspect you then. Would you dare to try it?" • 

"Certainly. That is my business." 

"You are very brave. It will be a terrible risk and I 
cannot help you." ' 

"Your help will not be needed,." said Harry coldly. "I 
shall attend to that." 

"Ah, ha! Jealous!" thought Old King Brady. "I 
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must cut this short. This man's help is too valuable to be 
risked/ by a foolish quarrel.," 

"I accept your offer, Sing Bird," he. said aloud; "but 
tell me, how are we to get Pye Joe away from this secret 
■den of yours?" 

"How, indeed. I'm sure I don't know. I was going 
to run a gang of Highbinders in on the Hing Fohs, but 
I should not dare to try it now." 

"Is that what they call the worshippers of the webbed- 
footed god?" 

"Yes; the Hing Fohs." ' 

"We must find out 'some way. We shall have to see 
the place first. Suppose we were to just take the police 
and break in?" 

"They would surely run Pye Joe out by some secret 
way. You would not succeed." 

"When can we act on this?" 

"It is up to you." a 

"How about going there in the daytime?" 

"I would not advise it. The best way would be to 
go to the fantan joint to-night. They will be playing. 
If Young King Brady and Miss Montgomery could play, 
too, and then go away and come another night it would 
be best. They would then gain their confidence. Per- 
haps later they would be allowed to see Pye Joe. It will 
take time." 

"Did you see him?" , 

"No; I did not get that far. You might have better 
luck." 

"I agree to all that," said Old King- Brady. "Now go 
ahead and give us your pointers and passwords." 

The long conversation on these matters which followed 
would scarcely be interesting. 

Enough to say that by the time it was finished the 
Bradys felt that they were pretty well prepared for 
their dangerous undertaking. 

Then suddenly the old detective sprung a proposition 
upon the gambler. 

"This. is all very well," he said; "but if you could go 
with my partners it would be a great deal better. Let 
me disguise you. I can fix you up so that your own 
mother would not know you. Before you say no, let me 
try. You shall be the judge as to whether it is safe f*r 
you to make the attempt or not." 

"You can try, but I am afraid you won't convince me 
that it is safe," said Sing Bird. 

But he was mistaken. 

That afternoon Old King Brady took him to the cos- 
tumer's on Kearney street and personally superintended 
his disguise. 

When Sing Bird- came to look in the glass he was simply 
amazed. 

"Well?" said Old King Brady. "Do you think it safe 
]to try it so?" 

Sing Bird concluded tnat it was after repeated exami- 
nations of himself in the glass and some further talk. 
And thus the plan was formed. 

With much thought and great risk Sing Bird had se- 
cured the secret passwords to the Society of the Hing 
Foh. 

It was arranged not to attempt to use these for a night 
or two, but to show themselves in the fantan joints first 



and let the members of the society become a little ac- 
customed to seeing them. 

After that it was thought that they could judge bet- 
ter what move to make next. 

And so, when evening came, Harry, Alice and Sing 
Bird, all disguised as Chinamen, started to put in the 
night in Chinatown. 

Old King Brady made up to represent a broken-down 
old opium fiend, and set out after them to float around 
on the outside. 

All thought of attempting to reach Pye Joe was aban- 
doned until the following night. 

Sing Bird was anything but the sporty Chink which 
he appeared in New York the way Old King Brady made 
him up. 

On the contrary he looked like a new arrival from 
China just smuggled in. 

Harry, as he usually does when he goes sleuthing in 
Chinese disguise, posed as a deaf and dumb Chinaman. 

Alice was rigged out in her usual style, which has 
proved such a success in these Chinese cases. 

She was prepared to do the talking for all three. 

Thus equipped, they entered Moon Wee's famous fan- 
tan joint in the cellar, under No. Dupont street, near 

Jackson, now a thing of the past. 

The large room was crowded with Chinamen and reek- 
ing with strong tobacco smoke. 

"Moi Han La !" shouted a barker at the door as they 
approached the place. "Moi Han La!" 
, This means the game is now open. Come in and play. 

Old King Brady also heard the familiar cry a few 
minutes later. 

He passed the barker and entered. 

He fully expected to be stopped, but his make-up was 
simply perfect. 

No one would have even dreamed that he was anything 
but a broken-down sport tied to his opium pipe. 

"Moi Han La !" shouted the barker, and while others 
go crowding in we propose even at the risk of being 
tedious to tell something of this ever-popular Chinese 
gambling game. 

The game being ready, the dealer takes a handful of 
the bean cash from a box and throws them on the table 
in front of him, placing a cover over them so they cannot 
be counted. 

The bets are then in order. 

Each bettor places upon the board the - amount of his 
wager. 

The dealer then is ready. 

This covered pile of cash is the "pot," and from it he 
proceeds to separate with a stick four pieces of cash at 
a time. < 

The game turns upon the last draw, whether it shall 
be an odd or an even number of pieces. 

Sometimes the bets are whether it shall be two, three 
or four pieces.. 

Again, bets are made on one number as against the 
other, three against one, or two against two, and so on. 

But whatever number of pieces remain after the dealer 
has separated the pot into fours, that number wins. 

The banker takes in all money laid on the table. 

He pays the winner and the balance goes to the house. 
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A look-out is constantly watching the board for any 
carelessness or mistakes in placing Itets, or to see that 
no bettor picks up another's money. 

The usual limit is a nickel for the lowest and $500 for 
the highest. 

The average bet runs at about a dollar. 

As many may play fantan as can crowd around the 
board and get their money on. 

* Usually half of the Chinks who crowd into, a fantan 
joint are merely watching the game. 

Thus it will be seen that fantan requires no skill, and 
that the bank can easily put up a job on the players by 
placing a prearranged number of cash in the pot. 

Yet strange to say this is seldom or never done. 

Should a fantan banker be even suspected of such a 
trick death by the hand of a Highbinder would follow 
swift and sure. 

Our party could not get near the board that game, but 
they did the next. 

Alice and Harry did the playing and surprised the 
Chinks by placing bets of $25 each, which is unusual. 

They placed six of these on six successive games and 
lost only twice, so they came out ahead. 

All eyes were now upon them, and Old King Brady, 
who with two other white "bums" stood watching} the 
game, gave them the sign to pull out, which they did, 
Sing Bird tagging after them. 

They steered around into China alley, where standing 
in the shadows they found an opportunity to talk. 

"Were any of your Hing Fob. people there, Bird?" the 
old detective inquired. 

"Three," was the reply. "Did you notice that man 
with the pock-marked face standing below Miss Mont- 
gomery?" 

"Yes. Was he one of them?" 

"He was." 

"He played five dollar bets and won every time," said 
Alice. 

"There were two others opposite, winning on one dol- 
lar bets," added Sing Bird. 

"And they got their tips from Pye Joe?" inquired Old 
King Brady. 

"They did, as I believe. Of course, you must remem- 
ber that as I did not succeed in seeing Pye Joe I do not 
actually know this to be a fact." 

"But you are sure that they were Hing Foh people?" 

"Absolutely pertain. They play to win every time." 

"Are the fantan people on to their curves? If so, I 
would think they would bar them out of the game." 

" Oh, any one can play. I don't know whether they sus- 
pect them or not. They play in one place and then in 
another. Sometimes they purposely lose a little, so as 
to turn suspicion away." 

"And your webbed-footed god gives you tips on the 
races, perhaps, as well as on fantan?" said Old King 
Brady suddenly. 

Sing Bird with a bland smile admitted that it was so. 

"Does it never go wrong?" i 

"These tips?" 

"Yes." 

"It may sometimes. Bemember, I have not tried it 
yet, Mr. Brady. I would like to, though." 



Some Chinks came crowding past them down the alley 
and Old King Brady pulled out. 

Harry's contingent then went to another fantan joint 
on Sacramento street. 

Here they created further attention by playing more 
$25 bets. 

This time it was all to the bad with them. . 

Having dropped $150 Harry gave the signal to pull out. 

"We didn't make much that time," remarked Alice, 
when they came out on the street, "and yet there was 
a man next to me who 6 was playing $2 bets and won 
every time." 

"The fellow with a sear on his left cheek?" demanded 
Sing Bird. 
"Yes." 

"Well, he is one of the Hing Foh, and I know it. I. 
wish I could have his tips once. I'd break every fantan 
bank in San Francisco and then jump to New York and 
do the same there." 

Thus it will be seen that whatever the truth about it 
all really was, Sing Bird certainly- seemed to believe in 
the webbed-footed god Hing Foh. 



CHAPTEE X. 

IS IT PYE JOE? 

"Shall we tackle another joint?" asked Alice, as they 
walked on down to Punonf *'rW. 

"One more, I think," replied Harry; "and no $25 bets 
this time, if you please. But where is the Governor? 
He was to have been on the outside, but I don't see him 
around." 

It was a fact that the old detective was nowhere in 
evidence. 

And this must be explained. 

Old King Brady is a most erratic man at times. 

Seized with an idea he is pretty apt to follow it unless 
there is some good reason why he should not. 

On this occasion the old detective grew decidedly tired 
oj watching the fantan play. 

It was an old story with him, and one of his notions 
coming into his head he determined to let Harry and 
Alice finish out the night in their own way. 

The idea was to visit if possible the shrine of the 
god of the fantan players, Hing Foh. 

Perhaps Old King Brady conceived this idea at the 
start. 

At all events, he pulled out while the second fantan 
game was in progress and went around on Jackson street. 

"I'll go as far as I can with safety," thought the old 
detective, "but I'll take no chances." 

He had learned from Sing Bird that the Hing Foh 
met only once a week, and that on Thursday night. 

This was Friday, the night before having been meeting 
night, and it was while attempting to penetrate to the 
secret den in which the meeting was held that Sing Bird 
kad been caught. 

But an opium-crazed bum is liable to wander in any- 
where, and the Chinese seldom pay much attention to 
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them further than to fire him out if he happens to get 
into the wrong pew. 

So going around on Jackson street, Old King Brady 
boldly entered the house out of which Sing Bird haff 
been carried in the bag. 

It was early yet, and people were coming and going. 

Old King Brady had made a perfect yellow face with 
red eyelids, and he looked the hop fiend right down to 
the ground. 

Once in the hall he sat down on the stairs, and partly 
covering his face with one hand leaned his head against 
the bannisters and pretended to go to sleep. 

Chinese men and women crowded past him from time 
to time, and occasionally one would mutter an impreca- 
tion against him for barring the way and give him a kick, 
but nobody tried to chase him out. 

And here Old King Brady remained watching, always 
watching, as the Celestials came out and in. 

And at last his patience was rewarded, for now came 
a Chinaman carrying a large basket, which appeared to 
be decidedly heavy. 

Instead of passing up stairs or entering at one of the 
ground floor rooms, this man went directly through the 
hall and out through the back door. 

Old King Brady got up and staggered after him. 

He was just in time to see the fellow enter a smaller 
building which stood on the rear of the lot. 

He was one of the lucky fantan players in the Dupont 
street joint. 

Old King Brady had recognized him at a glance. 

Now it was in this rear house that the entrance to the 
secret den lay. 

Sing Bird had indicated the room which he had en- 
tered as the last on the right on the ground floor. 

But once in he had been seized and drugged, so he 
had learned nothing further of the secrets of the place., 

Old King Brady, staggering through the hall, threw 
himself down in front of this door and rolling over on 
his right side so as to face the door closed his eyes and 
pretended to sleep. 

He was waiting for the man with the basket to come 
out and then he hoped to get a view of the interior of 
the room. 

The wait was a long one, but at last the door opened 
and the next thing the old detective knew Chink and 
basket came crashing down on top of him. 

This was a little more than he had bargained for, but 
evidently the man failed to see him, and so fell over him 
before he could close the door. 

But in spite of the confusion Old King Brady got his 
look. 

The room was vacant. 

Up jumped the Chinaman and muttering in his own 
strange tongue he gave the old detective a violent kick. 

Old King Brady only grunted and rolled over on his 
back. 

The Chink got down and dragged him away from the 
door, which he then proceeded to lock. 

This done, he picked up his basket and went out of the 
house. 

"That's all right. Couldn't be better," thought Old 



King Brady. "I have no idea there is any one else inside 
there, this being an off night. At all events, I am going, 
to take chances and see what I can strike. 

But it was necessary to be on the safe side, so he- 
waited fully ten minutes. 

No one coming, he then ventured to get on his knees* 

He had his skeleton keys all ready and as luck would 
have it he hit it at the third try. 

The door came open and the old detective stepped in- 
side. 

The room was dark and for a moment ne remained on 
his knees motionless. 

His hand was on his revolver and it would have gone- 
hard with any Chinaman who had attempted to jump 
on him then. 

But there was not a man nor a sound. 

"Safe, I fancy," thought Old King Brady, and he ven- 
tured to work his flashlight. 

The room was a barn of a place. 

■There was only a cheap table and four or five chairs. 

Clearly it was used only as a blind to the secret den. 

Old King Brady got up and locked the door. 

There was a bolt and he shot it into place. 

He now felt safe for the moment from attack from' 
without. 

Looking about he could see no trap door nor any 
sign of a secret panel. 

Several long scrolls bearing Chinese mottoes hung sus- 
pended from the wall. 

One of these was unusually long and attracted the old 
detective's attention at once. 

He pulled it aside and flashed his light against the 
wall behind. 

"Humph !" he muttered. "So plain that a child could 
see it. Shrewd as they are about some things, these 
Chinks are stupid enough when it comes to others, and 
whoever rigged up that panel must have been stupid, 
indeed." 

In an instant he had the panel open and found him- 
self looking at a ladder leading down into some under- 
ground den. 

Carefully listening and hearing nothing, Old King 
Brady determined to push his investigations still a step 
further, so he climbed in on the ladder and, pulling the 
panel shut, descended in the darkness, moving with every 
caution and listening to every pound. 

In a moment he had landed somewhere and he got out 
his flashlight and took in his surroundings. 

He stood in a sort of well, which he estimated from 
the length of the ladder must be considerably below the 
cellar level. 

The enclosure was round and there were three doors 
opening from it. 

One was boarded up, wooden strips having been nailed 
across the opening. 

The other two were fastened by ordinary locks. 

Still listening and still hearing nothing, Old King 
Brady was just about to get to work with his skeleton 
keys, when suddenly he heard the panel open above Mm. 

"Thunder ! I'm up against it now !" he thought. "My 
life will probably pay for my rashness." 

He drew his revolver and stood motionless. , ^ 
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Luckily, he had shut off the light when he began fum- 
bling for his keys. 

.But nobody came down the ladder. 

Instead, a harsh, grating sound Was heard overhead, 
and suddenly the ladder was drawn up about ten feet. 

The person above then fastened it in that position 
and the panel was heard to close. 

"Bless my soul!" thought Old King Brady. "Here's 
a nice position to be placed in! Easier to get into this 
-hole than to get out of it, so it would seem." 

He waited nearly ten minutes, but nothing occurred. 
; 'The case seemed plain enough. 

"The man with the basket had for some mysterious rea- 
son returned and pulled up the ladder. 

This seemed to indicate that as far as the Hing Foh 
^people were concerned the place was closed for the night. 

Satisfied at last that he had the field to himself, Old 
King Brady proceeded to make the most of the occasion 
and tackled the doors again. 

As' usual with old-fashioned locks — anft-these were very 
old-fashioned — his keys easily did the business. 

The- door which he pulled back shut off a large store- 
room. 

. This was banked up with boxes and bales. 

A brief glance told the old detective that it was the 
hiding place of some band of smugglers or thieves. 

There were bales of silk, bundles of Chinese clothing, 
boxes, nailed up, the contents of which could only be 
jessed at. 

Rumaging about, the old detective soon struck a lot 
of opium which was worth a great deal of money. 

"Smuggled goods," he muttered, "hut how on earth 
<did these Chinks manage to get all this heavy stuff down 
into this hole ? It' beats everything how slick they are." 

And such problems have puzzled the wisest. 

John Chinaman, as he goes shuffling about with his 
hands in his sleeves, seems too stupid a proposition to 
Tequire serious thought, but just the same he gets in 
Jiis fine work by ways which the white man can never 
learn. 

Old King Brady now tackled the second door. 

It was opened as easily as the first. 

Here it was quite different. Old King Brady found 
himself 'in a little secret joss house hidden here deep 
under ground. 

Feeling certain that be was secure from intrusion, for 
the night at least, the old detective proceeded to light 
a peculiar hanging lamp and to have a better look at his 
surroundings. 

It was much like the regulation joss Jiouse. 

On one side of the room was a raised platform bearing 
a small altar. • 

Upon -this stood an ugly little idol, a hideous travesty 
of a man. 

If Sing Bird had told the truth then this must be 
the god Hing Foh, for the stumpy iegs were supported 
fcy a pair of duck's feet. - 

Old King Brady had come up with the webbed-footed 
one at last.. 

He saw that it was the god of the fantan players and 
nothing else. 



Placed upon the altar before the idol, instead of the 
usual offerings and the boxes of joss sticks, were simply 
little bowls containing Chinese cash. 
I On one side of the room was a bamboo couch, the use 
of which Old King Brady could not divine, for nobody 
ever thinks of. sleeping in a joss house, and he had never 
seen anything in the shape of a bed in one before. 

There was but" the one door to the place and no other 
opening visible except a round hole in the ceiling, over 
in one corner, which appeared to afford ventilation in 
some way. 

Old King Brady was disappointed. 

He had expected to find Pye Joe here. 

"But after all," he reflected, "I have nothing to go by 
but Sing Bird's talk, and as the fellow has proved him- 
self a most beautiful liar, it is hard to believe anything 
coming from him." 

He sat down on the edge of the raised platform, for 
there was no chairin the room, and tried to think. 

All at once his eye rested upon a clasp which appeared 
to secure the platform to the wall. 

"What's the use of that thing?" thought the old de- 
tective. 

He got up and pried the clasp out of the screw eye. 
The platform with the altar and the idol moved slight- 
ly forward. 

Old King Brady caught hold of it and swung the 
whole business out into the room, altar, idol and all. 

Behind was a round door set in the wall about a foot 
up from the floor. 

It was secured by an ordinary latch only. 

Pressing this Old King Brady opened the door and 
peered inside. 

It was just a dark dog hole of a place, but over in one 
corner, stretched upon a mattress, the old detective saw 
'the naked body of a man. 

"Jove !" thought the old detective. "At last we get 
there. Is it Pre Joe?" 



CHAPTER XL 

IN THE SECRET DENS OP CHINATOWN. 

' Old King Brady pushed into the foul-smelling place 
and flashed his light upon the slumbering figure. 

As near as he could make out the man was Pye Joe, 
but as Old King Brady did not remember the • Chinese 
Secret Service man any too well he could not feel sure 
for the moment. 

The sleeper wore nothing but a pair of bathing tights, 
nor was clothing needed, for the place was fearfully hot 
and close. 

His sleep seemed too deep to be natural. His face 
was thin and shrunken, and his whole body appeared to 
have fallen away. 

Here seemed to come the proof, for on both feet the 
toes were joined by a thin membrane. 

Here was that rare thing in nature, a webbed-footed 
man. 

Thus was Sing Bird's story borne out. 

Old King Brady shook the sleeper again and again. 
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It was no use. 

The drugged Chinaman merely grunted and at last 
jhe rolled over on his back, but arouse him the detective 
was unable to do. 

He gai-e it up and going back into the joss house 
restored everything to the condition in 'which he had 
found it. 

He then went out into the well and looked around. 
To reach the ladder was simply impossible. 
If he was to escape from the place it must be in some 
other way. 

As nothing remained unexplored but^ the boarded-up 
door, Old King^Brady proceeded to tackle that. 

He easily ripped off the boards and after many at- 
tempts kicked in the door, which had been also nailed to 
the casement on his side. 

A narrow passage lay beyond, damp and foul-smelling. 

Owing to the circular form of the well, Old King Brady 
had lost his bearings. 

He found himself quite unable to decide in which 
direction the passage led. 

Flashing his lantern 'before him he followed it for 
nearly two hundred feet, when he came to a brick wall 
which cut off further advance. 

This would have been despairing to anybody else, but 
Old King Brady is one of the sort who never despair. 

He flashed his light up an<?>down the wall and ex- 
amined it most critically. 

It had to all appearance been in place some years, but 
he saw that it was of very flimsy construction. 

The mortar between the bricks had crumbled away and 
the old detective could feel a draught of air coming 
through the openings. 

"This thing is only one brick thick," he thought, and 
he raised .his foot and gave it a kick. 1 

The result was what he had scarcely dared hope for.j 

The wall tumbled in and resolved itself into a mass 1 
of bricks with a resounding crash. 

"That settles you, my friend," thought the old de- ; 
"tective. "And now to see what sort of a hornets' nest 
I have stirred up." 

Cold air came rushing through the passage and it was 
most grateful. 4 

The old detective listened for some moments, but 
could hear no sound. 

As his bridges were gone behind him, nothing re- 
mained but for him to follow the adventure through 
to the end. 

So he pushed ahead, and in a minute found himself 
passing under a grated cover through which the air 
had struck him. 

Beyond this was an iron door, old and rusted, which 
stood partly open. 

Passing through this Old King Brady found himself 
in a well similar to the one he had left behind him^ save 
for the fact that there was but one other door. 

The place was choked with ashes and rubbish. 

It seemed to have been a dumping hole for some time, 
but the other door was free and it opened when Old King 
Brady pressed the latch. 

Here there was a flight of winding stairs. 



"Come," thought the old detective, "I am doing the 
secret dens of Chinatown for fair to-night. I wond«x. 
what is coming next?" 

He started up the stairs and at the top struck a strong' 
smell of ojrium coming from behind another door. 

He listened long and carefully, but could hear n«r 
sound. 

The opium smell, however, was suspicious. It seemed 
almost certain that somebody must be smoking inside. 

At last Old King Brady pressed the latch and opened 
the door. 

The sight made him draw back in a hurry. 

Sprawled upon mattresses on the floor, their necks 
resting upon chum tows, or the opium smoker's wooden 
head rest, were six Chinamen. 

All were naked to the waist and all appeared to bfr 
sound asleep. 

All this Old King Brady saw by the light of a grimy 
hanging lamp. 

But this was surely no public opium den. 

That the room was underground Old King Brady sawv 

A. ladder leading up to a trap door marked the way out. 

A<fer a few momenfl* of silent watching Old King 
Brady started for it. 

The men seemed sound asleep, and as each had hfe 
opium lay-out beside him, the cause was apparent. 

It was necessary to step over them in order to reach, 
the ladder, and Old King Brady did it most gingerly. 

He passed over the last man and laid his hand on th* 
lower round of the ladder, thinking himself safe, when 
suddenly the Chink with cat-like quickness sprang np 
and seized him by the neck, at the same time uttering • 
piercing cry. 

Two others roused up and leaped to his aid. 

Before he could turn Old King Brady's hands were 
?aught and pinioned behind him. 

One of the Chinks landed a big revolver under his nose 
ind the three began chattering like magpies. 

Old King Brady now fell back on his disguise; 

His face assumed the dull, stupid look of the opium 
fiend. He pretended to cry and whine. 

"Don't kill me, boys; don't kill me. I'm only a poor 
old man ; for heaven's sake give me a pipe of hop and 
!et me go." 

The Chink who had caught him pushed him violently 
against the wall and the other held him cowed. 

"How you gettee in by here?" demanded the first mas. 

Old King Brady pointed to the door. 

"You tellee me big lie. No can," said the Chink. 
"You comee down ladder." 

The others chattered in Chinese. 
Suddenly one ran up the ladder and called out some* 
thing. 

He then came .down again and there was a lot of ex- 
cited talk. 

At last a Tope was produced and Old King Brady,, bar- 
ing been bound hand and foot, was tumbled over on one of 
the mattresses. 

The other smokers were then shaken up. 
One who would not awaken was brought to his sense* 
by having a dipper of water dashed in his face. 
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All hands took part in the talk that followed, which 
•Continued for a long time. 

And while talking one and another would peer down 
jthe secret stairs. 

They seemed to be listening, and it was evident that 
'they expected an attack to come from that direction. 

At last they appeared to muster up courage to go on 
an exploring tour and four started down stairs, one of 
the others planting himself in front of Old King Brady 
•with a revolver, while the remaining one stood at the 
head of the -stairs. 

The old detective's situation was now anything but 
pleasant. 

He was at the mercy of the hop fiends, into whose 
secret den he had penetrated. 

The otdy thing he had to congratulate himself with was 
Hie fact that they had not searched him, and he still had 
his revolver. 

But, tied up as he was, it was of no use. 

The Chinaman with the revolver now tackled him 
•gain, plying him with questions as to how he got into the 
passage opening out of the well. 

Old King Brady answered his^s well as he could^ al- 
though there were some of the questions that he did 
not understand. 

He told a rambling story of having wandered into a 
joss house in a doped condition and going to sleep there. 

He declared that he did not know where the joss house 
iwas nor how he got there, but finding himself in the 
place and not discovering' any other way out, he had 
broken down a door and kicked over a wall and at last 
wandered up the stairs and into the room. 

"You Hish?" demanded the Chink at last. 

"Sure I am." 

"You livee Slan Flancisco long time?" 

"No; only a few weeks. I came from New York.", 

"You old bum! How you comee flom New York? 
Where you gettee money?" 

"Ah, never mind. I got it. I was not always like you 
see me now." 

The Chink at the head of the stairs began to jabber 
at this juncture. 

"They are coming," thought Old King Brady, and 
bo it proved. 

One came hurrying up the stairs calling out in a loud 
voice. 

He burst into the room, carrying with him the webbed- 
footed god of the Hing Foh. 

The two Chinks with Old King Brady began to dance 
and shout. 

It was evident that they thought they had captured a 
great prize. 

But there was more to come. 

More noise on the stairs followed, and the others came 
Bp carrying between them Pye Joe. 

The unfortunate man was still unconscious. 

They threw him down upon a mattress and such an- 
pther chattering Old King Brady never had heard. 

At last one of 'the Chinks got a hammer and nails and 
proceeded to nail up the door. 

Evidently they had no intention of being surprised by 
Jhe Hing Foh men. 



This done, one who had not ye€ spoken tackled the 
old detective in very fair English. 
"What you name?" he demanded. 
"Mike McCarthy," replied Old King Brady. 
"You know whole lot people in San Flaneisco?" 
"No; very few." 

"You say you comee flom New York. You wantee go 
back dere?" 

"Indeed I do, if I had the price and could get morphine 
enough to last me through/' 
"You smokee hop? You eat nalorphine?" 
"Sure." 

"Lookee here, ole man, you do big ting for us, you see ? 
Sposin' me buy you tickee, you go New York? Yair? 
You sure go?" 

"You bet I will !" cried the old detective. 

"Belly well. You helpee us, we no want you stay San 
Flisco, see? We payee you flare New York. You stay 
here, me takee you to tlain." 

Here was a most unexpected turn of affairs. 

But it did not altogether surprise Old King Brady. 

Your average Chinaman has a great sense of obliga- 
tion and always wants to make return. 

Old King Brady hoped that they would untie hint, 
but they did not. 

All went to smoking now, and after one pill was 
smoked one of the Chinamen brought the old detective a 
pipe and held it for him. 

And now to carry out his part and to save his life Old 
King Brady simply had to smoke the hated hop. 

It was not his first experience, but it was an ordeal 
which he dreaded. 

He did it by the "short draw" method, taking quick 
puffs and inhaling as little as possible of the body and 
soul destroying drug. 

There are those among the "long draw" smokers who 
will pull at a pipe, drawing the smoke into their lungs 
until an entire pill is consumed at one draw. 

But these are old-stagers, and their finish is in sight. 

Old King Brady got through with the job as soon as 
he eould<and turning over pretended to sleep. 

After a while every Chink in the room appeared to go 
to sleep, and the silence was broken only by their snores. 

And in the end Old King Brady actually did go to • 
sleep. 

No doubt the opium did it. 

At all events he slumbered peacefully for hours. 
When he awoke there were only two Chinamen in the 
room. 

But Pye Joe and the webbed-footed idol were still 
there. 

One Chink sat on the second round of the ladder. 
' He was the one who had talked to Old King Brady 
the night before. 

"You wakee up," he said. "Hello." 

"I'm awake," grunted the old detective. 

"Yoti wantee more hop — yes?" 

"No; not now." 

"Waitee bit. You soon go." 

"Go where?" 

"To New York." 

"Oh." ; " 1 
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"You no wantee do dlat?" 

"Yes, yes. I -want that. I'm only half awake." 

"Alice Kght!" said the Chinaman blandly. "Him 
come soon." ^ 

Presently the trap door was opened and a Chinaman 
eame down the ladder. 

There was some talk and then a strip of cloth was tied 
tightly over Old King Brady's eyes. 

He was then released of his bonds and led to the ladder, 
which he was told to climb. 

At the top there was a passage and then a flight of 
steps to climb. 

Another passage covered, Old King Brady passed into 
the open. 

The next move was to bundle him into a cab, two Chi- 
namen getting in with him. 

They then drove rapidly down the hill. 



CHAPTER XII. 

CONCLUSION. 

Harry and Alice with Sing Bird made the rounds of 
other fantan joints that night, sometimes losing, some- 
times winning. 

Needless" to say they saw nothing more of Old King 
Brady. 

At last they gave it up and went to the Lick House. 

Sing Bird accompanied them, and they expected to 
find the old detective there. 

Harry was greatly worried when he awoke next morn- 
ing to find him still absent. 

Sing Bird slept late. 

It was eleven o'clock before he put in an appearance. 
"Where is Mr. Brady?" was his first question. 
"Not back yet," replied Harry. 
Sing Bird shook his head. 

"In that case I am afraid you will never see him 
again!" he said. 

"Oh, you don't know Old King Brady," replied Harry 
carelessly. "You can't kill him. He will be sure to turn 
up all right." 

They waited until after lunch. 

Suddenly Sing Bird announced his intention of going 
to Chinatown to look for him. 

"I'll be back by six o'clock sure," said Sing Bird. 

He had scarcely gone when a despatch was handed in. 

"Old King Brady at last!" exclaimed Alice. 

"Let us hope so," replied Harry, "but I have my 
doubts." 

But from the old detective the despatch proved to be, 
Burg enough. 

To" their surprise it was dated at Stockton. 

"Am here 0. K.," it read. "Shall be back on the 
afternoon train." 

This was a decided relief. 

But train time came and brought no Old King Brady. 
Harry telephoned the Southern Pacific station and 
learned that the train was two hours late. 



At a quarter before six Sing Bird put in an appearance. 

"I've got great news!" he exclaimed. "It was the 
luckiest thing ever that I went out as I did." 

"News of Old King Brady?" demanded Harry. 

He had arranged with Alice to keep silent about the 
despatch. 

"No," was the reply. "I have heard nothing of him. 
I am afraid the Chinks have done for the old man." 

"I am afraid so," said Harry quietly. "Well, what do 
you know?" 

"I know where Pye Joe is." 

"Good enough!" 

"I have seen him !" 

"Better yet. How is he?" 

"Pretty near dead. The Hing Foh people have kepi 
him ^drugged so long that there isn't much left of the 
poor man. You shall see him to-night if you wish, if 
you will promise me one thing." 

"And what is that?" 

"That you won't attempt to rescue him until to* 
morrow." 
"All right." 

"To-morrow I don't care jvhat you do, but to-night I 
want to have the satisfaction of playing fantan on tips." 

"All right," said Harry. "When do we go and where?* 

"The where is up Jackson street. The when is just 
as soon as we can get our supper and start." 

So the supper was ordered, and as soon as it was over 
Harry and Alice got into their disguises and started. 

Before leaving Harry wrote a note to Old King Bradj 
stating their intentions and the arrangement he had 
made with Sing Bird. 

This he placed in a position where the old detective 
would be sure to find it as soon as he came in. 

They then went up to Chinatown. 

Sing Bird took them up Jackson street and halted in 
front of the big joss house which in those days was the 
glory of Chinatown. 

"You wait here a few minutes," he said. "I'll be bade 
soon and then we will go right ahead." 

He pulled away then. 

"Harry, you want to look out for that fellow," said 
Alice. "I believe he is playing a double game." 

She had scarcely spoken when Old King Brady in his 
usual dress hove in sight. 

"Great Scott! There's the Governor!" whispeied 
Harry. 

"GoodJ" w 

Old King Brady came up to them. 

"We mustn't talk but a second," he said. "I take Py* 
Joe to-night. It is all arranged with the police. Where 
is Sing Bird?" 

"He went into the second house beyond here up the 
hill on this side of the way." 

"Enough! Be on^your guard." ' 

And Old King Brady moved away. 

Sing Bird, instead of being gone only a few minutes, 
did not show up for nearly an hour. 

He came back looking hot and flushed and they saw hod 
come out of the same doorway by which he went in. 

"I'm awfully sorry," he said, "but I can't keep BJJJ 
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promise to take you to Pye J oe until later in the evening. 
It would not be safe to go there now." 

"So?" replied Harry. "And why not?" 

"Because the man in charge is suspicious. He won't 
hear to me bringing in strangers. There will be another 
on guard about eleven o'clock and then we will go there." 

^That will do well enough; and in the meantime?" 

"''In the meantime come with me to the fantan joint 
and watch me win." 

"On Pye Joe's tips?" 

"Put it that way if you will. We don't call it that." 
"What then?" 

■"We call it winning on the tips of the god Hing Foh." 
""By the way, Bird, how is it that you dare to go in 
among the Hing Foh people?" 

"I don't. I haven't been near them." 
"And yet " 

"Listen. I didn't tell you before, but my friends have 
captured Pve Joe and the webbed-footed idol of the 
Hing Foh."" 

"*''The deuce! How did they come to do that?" 
K I cannot tell. It is their secret." 
""Do we go to one of the same places as last night?" 
""No, to another. One of the biggest in Chinatown." 
K Hello ! And why didn't you put us next to that last 
night?" 

"Keeping it back for to-night," said Sing Bird grinning. 
Harry did not like it. 

More and more he was beginning to distrust the good- 
looking Chink and certainly jealousy had nothing to do 
with it this time. 

They went around on Sacramento street and descended 
into a cellar joint. 

True to his promise, this time Old King Brady was 
right behind them. 

He saw them enter and then hurried down on Dupont 
etreet, where he met a red-faced man standing on the 
eorner. 

"In half an hour," he said. 

""Very good," replied the plain clothes man, for such 
lie was; "in half an hour it is. Where will you be?" 
"Right here." 

"All right. We shall be on hand." 

Old King Brady's plan was to arrest Sing Bird and 
with him go to the place where the Chinaman entered, 
for there he felt satisfied he would find Pye Joe. 

After entering the cab Old King Brady was driven 
about Chinatown, the cab making many turns for the 
evident purpose of confusing him. ' 

Then suddenly the blind was taken from his face and 
he was driven to the Southern Pacific station. 

Here, true to their promise, the Chink bought a New 
York ticket for the old detective and saw him off. 

It was an express train, and Old King Brady ran up 
the road as far as Stockton, where he got off, telegraphed 
Harry and started back. 

But for the delay he would hare been on hand before 
they ftft the Lick House. 

In the fantan joint Harry and Alice found the usual 
order of things prevailing. 

The game was in full progress. 



Sing Bird gave out no tips,, but ledi Harry and; Alice- 
to play for themselves. 

On the first game he playeS a hundred dollar stake, 
wherever he got the money, and won. 

The second game started. 

Meanwhile several Chinks came in, to two of whom 
Sing Bird spoke in whispers. 

Harry went in on ten dollara and 1 Alice in a like 
amount. 

The croupier was just beginning to push the cash about 
when one of the newcomers edged' rep behind Young. King 
Brady, another closing in on Alice. 

Suddenly he pulled off her wig and hat and the room 
was in confusion, for. her sex was instantly revealed. 

The fantan player seized Harry by the pigtail and gave 
it a yank. 

At the same instant another Chink caught Alice in his- 
arms. 

Immediately the joint was in an uproar. 
Then Old King Brady burst in the door. 
The police swarmed in behind him. 
The Chinks scattered like rats, many escaping by se- 
cret ways. 

But Sing Bird was jumped on by Harry and field. 

The Chinese dude was furious in his rage. 

There can be no doubt that he meant to have Harry 
killed and that Alice would have been carried oft' to the 
secret dens of Chinatown. 

As it was, the Bradys raided .the secret den where the 
webbed-footed idol had been taken, Sing Bird being car- 
ried with them and forced, to point out the way. 

Here Pye Joe was rescued and carried off in the patro'i 
wagon and later to the hospital. 

It was twenty-four hours before he recovered conscious- 
ness and two days before he spoke, but in a month he 
was discharged cured. 

The Chinese Secret Service man could never give any 
clear account of what had happened to him. 

He was very grateful to the Bradys, but he declined 
to resume his work and went back to China shortly after- 
wards. 

Sing Bird was let go, for really there was no charge 
to bring against him. 

Nor were the fantan players held beyond the usual time 
in such cases. 

And thus, although the detectives were able to score a 
winner, nothing particular came of their success in the 
case of The Bradys and the Fantan Players. 

THE END. 

Read "THE BRADYS AND THE THREE BLACK 
STARS; OR, THE MILLION LOST IN THE MEAD- 
OWS." which will be the next number (449) of "Secret 
Service." 



SPECIAL NOTICE : All back numbers of this weekly 
are always in print. If you cannot obtain them from any 
newsdealer, send the price in monev or postage stamps bv 
mail to FRANK TOUSEY, PUBLISHER, 34 UNION 
SQUARE. NEW YORK, and you will receive the copies 
you order by return mail. 
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ITEMS WORTH READING. 



Many Elk lodges in the "West have adopted President Roose- 
velt's suggestion and decided to abandon the elk's tooth em- 
blem. Many Montana men have been collecting elk's teeth 
for years, and holding them for a rise. One man at Billings, 
Mont., has thousands. How the slump will affect his "corner" 
is not known. 

Is tobacco in the form of cigars and cigarettes an effective 
germ-killer? Smallpox was prevalent in Canton, China, dur- 
ing the recent visit of the Duke and Duchess of Connaught 
and the Princess Patricia, and the visitors say they were 
compelled to smoke cigarettes incessantly as a preventive of 
the disease. The Duke never ventured out without a cigar. 

The effect of 'a heavily-beamed ceiling may be obtained by 
anyone through the ingenuity of certain manufacturers men- 
tioned by Interior Decorating, who furnish artificial beams or 
rafters, or, to be literal, skeleton beams having all the effect 
of the hand-hewn beams of primitive times, but so light that 
they can be fastened to the celling by the wall-paper man. 
Being made of wood, they will take wood stains perfectly. 

An English preacher believes in unconventional ways. One 
must do so, he says, to reach the people in religion. So he 
appeared on the stage of the Crown Theatre, at Peckham, 
England, arrayed in the full panoply of a knight-errant of the 
time of the Crusades, surcoat of chain mail, haulberk, greaves, 
armored gauntlets, sword and helmet, and preached from 
Ephesians f 1, 2: "Put on the whole armor of God that ye may 
be able to stand against the wiles of the devil." 

Shot is made in shot-towers about 150 feet tall. The melt- 
ed lead is poured through sieves at the top of the tower, and 
falls into a tank of water at the bottbm; by the time it 
reaches the water it has attained a spherical form, and has 
hardened sufficiently to prevent spattering when coming in 
contact with the water. The shot are afterward sorted in 
$izes and placed in large cylinders and revolved until per- 
fectly smooth and round, after which they are weighed and 
placed in bags. 

Complete plans of a remarkable machine for turning out in- 
tricate carved moldings are shown in a recent issue of Lon- 
don Engineering. This machine is capable of working on 
moldings up to eight inches wide and three inches thick. The 
machine is claimed to be very rapid in action, a bold egg and 
tongue molding two and one-half inches thick being finished 
at the rate of twenty feet a minute, while with smaller mold- 
ing double this phenomenal rate of production is attained. 
Any description of wood can be worked. This machine, it is 
claimed, will do the work "of more thtan 2,000 hand carvers, 
and the moldings are so perfectly finished by the machine 
that they do not require to be touched by hand." 



In some countries there grows a kind of fruit belonging to 
the shaddock family, and which is commonly called "forbid- 
den fruit." It is similar to grape fruit, but is larger and the 
inside is somewhat coarser than the delicious acid delicacy of 
which we are so fond. The name forbidden fruit was given, 
on account of three dark-brown stains, like finger marks, 
which invariably show on this variety of the shaddock. The- 
stains are close together on one side, and are believed to be 
the marks of Eve's fingers left as a brand on the apple whose 
eating caused so much trouble in the world. Forbidden fruit 
is much liked by people who are able to get it fresh, but so 
far it has nSt been shipped aboard as extensively as its cous- 
ins, the grape fruit and shaddock. ) 

Mrs. John Weerts, the only woman who was ever a member 
of the Missouri State Game and Fish Protective League, has 
received the first 1907 hunter's license issued in St. Louis 
county. Mrs. Weerts has been a hunter from childhood. Her 
mother and her father were good shots. She began to use a 
gun when she was thirteen years old, and taught herself to 
shoot. She was reared on a farm near Noblesville, Ind. In 
company with her husband Mrs. Weerts goes on frequent 
hunting trips. For these expeditions she dresses in a cor- 
duroy suit, with a knee skirt and high hunting boots. She 
wears a sweater, and if it is cold a jacket Mrs. Weerts says 
that she believes in a dress she can get around in. Her fire- 
arm is most frequently a .22 calibre rifle. She uses also & 
22-gauge shotgun. She has killed all kinds of small game, but 
has never shot a deer, and it is one of her regrets that she 
has never killed a wild turkey. "I have never seen anything 
to scare me yet," said Mrs. Weerts, when asked if she ever 
was frightened by game. "It seems to me that one becomes 
accustomed to being in the wilds, and forgets to be afraid." 



WITH THE FUNNY FELL OWS. 

The trouble with one-sided people is that they seldom look 
on the bright side. 

Many a philanthropist gives to charity and takes it off his 
wife's allowance. 

The fool at least has the satisfaction of knowing that he has 
plenty of company. •» 

Any detective will tell you that a person who is freckled 
can be easily spotted. 

Brother — That young man you're engaged to is a bad egg. 
Sister — That's the reason I'm afraid to drop him. 

Wife — Aren't you going to smoke those cigars I gave yon? 
Husband — No; I'm keeping them till Tommy begins to want 
to smoke. They'll settle it! 

"Your wife heeds exercise; she sits still too much." 
"I'll get her a silk skirt." 
"How will that help?" 

"She'll keep moving so as to make it rustle." 

Abou Ben Adhem had just asked to be put down as one whs> 
loved his fellow men. 
"I never throw orange peel on the sidewalk," he explained. 
Herewith the angel saw that his name led all the rest. 

"That Prof. Blink fooled me bad." 
"How?" 

"He told me ethnology was the science of the races, and 
whB*- 1 went to the library and asked for a book on ethnology 
there wasn't a word from cover to cover on how to pick wln» 
ners." 
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SECRET SEEVICE. 



PRETTY AS A PICTURE. 



By COL. RALPH FENTON. 



One, of the greatest cases in which I was ever concerned 
for a few days fated to be become a very celebrated one in- 
deed. It wants very little recalling, and yet the end of it waa 
confined to a ten or twelve line paragraph in the daily papers. 

A great jewelry robbery is always a profound attraction to 
the British public. One was duly announced one morning 
In the very largest type, and it had the more interest because 
the victim was Lady Rachmore — a beautiful, young and de- 
servedly popular peeress. While one of the ornaments of the 
Court of St. James, she was also known as one of a family of 
gistere who took a sincere interest in the welfare of the poorer 
classes. 

I and a superior officer were called in to investigate the 
matter, and both were equally amazed to find that the great 
robbery was in one sense a very small affair indeed. 

Lady Rachmore was noted for her fine pearls and equally 
fine diamonds, but none of those were missing. The young 
baroness, however, plainly told Mr. Poynter that her distress 
would not have been half so great if some of those famous 
Jewels had been stolen. The things abstracted from her jewel 
cases were old heirlooms of his lordship's family, and as her 
husband was absent at the time, the disaster was, of course, 
deemed a greater one on that account. 

A list of the things showed why they were deemed, of more 
than intrinsic value. I remember a specimen or two: 

One diamond ring, the present of Alexander II, King of 
Scotland, to Hugh, Thane of Alloway (progenitor of Lord 
Rachmore). 

One quaint ring of onyx, given by Louis XI, to the Earl of 
Alloway, Ambassador of King Alexander. 

One circlet of large size, the gift of Henry III of France to 
Guy, Earl of Alloway, Lieutenant of the Garde 1'Ecosse. 

Now, all this was very perplexing to us as officers. Although 
the pearl and diamond necklaces, tiaras, coronets, pendants, 
Btars, etc., were in the same safe, these were untouched. We 
had no common thieves to discover — that was perfectly cer- 
tain. No one outside of the house would run the risk of 
breaking in and leave behind the things of true value. I 
Quickly concluded that the thieves were servants, or, at all 
events, people with the privilege of residing upon the prem- 
ises. Having expressed my opinion to my comrade, he laugh- 
ed in his quiet way and said: 

"Servants -would never steal ancient-looking jewels when 
they could place thei*. hands on modern things of more value 
In the same case — things more easily disposed of without cre- 
atiag suspicion." 

I knew my friend and leader too well to follow the conver- 
sation then. We had been standing in one of the windows of 
the back drawing-room during the brief conversation re- 
corded above, and I had noticed that he had been carefully 
"taking In" the features of the house. 

The latter was in the vicinity of Berkeley Square, and had 
great old trees growing in the well-displayed grounds. Pres- 
ently I saw my companion slowly descending the broad flight 
Of steps leading from the ground floor to the lawn at the 
far end of which a fountain was playing in the sunshine, and 
beyond which glimpses of bright flowers could be seen. 

Keeping well behind the curtain of the window, I determined 
to watch his movements for a few seconds. He always walked 
like a man who observed very little, but I knew he was in the 
habit of looking from the ends of his eyes in a very peculiar 
maA successful manner. He walked slowly toward the right 
wall, looking from the back of the house, and I noticed that 
at one point he almost halted, and just as imperceptibly made 
a movement as if to turn his head aside to the right and up- 
ward. 

Advancing slowly, I saw him disappear behind some trees — 
or bushes rather. Craning my neck for an instant only, 
I aaw that the object which had attracted his attention was 
an iron spiral staircase, leading from the parapet bounding 
the gravel walk of the garden to one of the long French win- 



dows of the first floor. After going up corkscrew fashion to 
the level of the window-sill a kind of bridw was formed, sup- 
ported by the spider-like pillars with foundations in the area. 

The under-butler answered my bell, and after saying that I 
desired to see all the servants together, if possible, without 
causing their supicion of my object, I continued, very indif- 
ferently: 

"By the way, where does that spiral staircase lead to?" 

"To her ladyship's own private apartments." 

"And what is behind those bushes?" Indicating those 
around which my friend had disappeared. 

"A covered archway leading beyond the lawn to the flower 
garden. " 

"Just so," I returned. "So this spiral case is altogether 
private, then?" 

"Altogether private. I think that Lord and Lady Rachmore 
only use it, or possess keys of a wicket gate at the Areme 
end of the garden. " 

As we were talking we had advanced from the back window 
toward the first door on the left of the drawing-room; This- 
was additional to the folding doors — then shut — which open- 
ed into the conservatory, and I had already noticed that a por- 
ridor ran across the mansion, behind the grand staircase, to 
the great picture gallery, which communicated also with the 
other extremity of the conservatory. 

As we approached this door I heard a slight rustle of silk, 
which, from watching my companion's face, I saw he was 
unconscious of; so I suddenly made a dart forward from his 
side, to find a tall, pale-faced girl, clad in a plain black silk 
robe, in the very act of listening intently to what had been 
passing between us. The expression of her face was not horror, 
but was certainly apprehensiveness, and, as I took mental 
note of the whole posture, and indeed picture, I said, as if the 
act was the most natural and commonplace in the world: 

"I really beg pardon, miss." 

Her first impulse seemed to be to scream, but she quickly 
recovered herself, assuming an expression of dignity that was 
somewhat imposing, or shall I say, in my own rough way, 
rather "taking"? 

Saying "I beg yours, sir," she turned upon her heel de- 
liberately and walked away in quite a leisurely manner. 

"I have found the thief," I said to myself, while I asked the 
under-butler, carelessly: "Who is that?" 

"That is Miss Challis, her ladyship's companion," he an- 
swered, to my great disappointment. 

At the same instant a voice was heard below us singing 
3ome foreign air, smartly, but not with a good voice. On 
turning the carved oak balustrade we came face to face with 
a most elegantly clad young female. 

The under-butler, thinking of my first request, said: 

"When will it be convenient for you to come downstairs 
to the servants' hall, or the housekeeper's room, Mile. Bau- 
rette?" 

"Why do you ask?" she said, with a French accent. 
"Because this gentleman desires to see the whole house- 
hold." 

"I refuse to answer," she returned. "I am no thief, and I 
decline to meet an abominable Bouchard even if my lady 
commands it," and she passed on in grand style, turning up 
her little nose in the air. 

"And who may that young lady be?" I asked, not a little 
amused. 

"You heard — Mademoiselle Baurette," he answered. 
"But her position?" 
"Her ladyship's maid." 
"French?" 

"No, I fancy not. I think I have heard that her real name 
is Barrett, but that her people went over to Paris when she , 
was very young, to live with an English family completely 
settled there. " 

"And what kind of character does she bear among her fel- 
low-servants?" 

"Oh, she's as jolly a little woman as ever lived — a very good 
soul, and no mistake," replied the under-butler, with evident 
conviction, a smile illuminating his good-natured, honest face. 
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Of course, I saw the rest of the servants, but the fact is 
they were an unusually good and honest-looking lot. When 
I turned from asking for form's sake a few questions regard- 
ing the habits of the tradesmen's assistants, and the custom 
in regard to the closing of the establishment, I found Mr. 
Poynter behind me standing beside a grave-looking young 
man — I was almost saying gentleman. To my intense surprise 
the inspector shook hands very cordially with this individual 
at the hall door. He seldom did this with anyone he did not 
wish to put off his guard, so I looked closer at the man, and 
then thought there was something not quite satisfactory 
about his eyes. He was in a high good humor, so I asked 
him who the young fellow was. * 

"That," he said, impressively, "is a very superior young 
man. He is what is called a 'gentleman's gentleman,' and 
takes after his master no doubt, who is not only a perfect 
gentleman, but a peer of the realm in the bargain. His lord- 
ship, I believe," he added, quietly, "is traveling along the 
Rocky Mountains at present, and proposes to go to Australia 
by way of California, and back by way of India and 'the Suez 
Canal. His name is Samuel Johnson, and he- believes himself 
to be the lineal descendant of an uncle of another gentleman 
of the same name. Samuel the second was ill when Lord 
Rachmore departed, so his lordship was contented with the 
company of a profane whisky-drinking Hieland gillie for the 
voyage. " 

We parted that day without expressing an opinion on it one 
way or the other. So as I was left to do as I pleased in the 
affair, I resolved to watch the ladies of the establishment — 
particularly Miss Challis, her ladyship's companion, and the 
sprightly Mile. Baurette, the lady's maid. 

I soon discovered that both the young ladles had beaux. 
The one who met Miss Challis, the companion, was rather gen- 
tlemanly in dress and appearance, and although they met as 
if by appointment near Piccadilly, on more than one occa- 
sion he boldly called at the house, and remained inside for 
twenty-five minutes to half an hour each time. 

On the second occasion I knocked after he had gone, and 
asking for my friend, the under-butler, .soon learned that the 
young gentleman who had just called was Mr. Spencer, late 
secretary to Lord Rachmore. 

One night I was going down to watch the front entrance of 
the house, when I heard a voice that arrested my attention In, 
a moment. It was that of the little French girl. 

She was with her beau, who looked like a man who wished 
to hide his identity. He spoke in a low voice while people 
were passing, but presently, when the Mews were entered, he 
grew louder and more demonstrative in his attentions, kiss- 
ing the little French-looking face very often. 

At last, at the end of the Mews, they turned into the lane 
which lay behind Rachmore House. I suddenly thought of the 
wicket gate which was supposed to be used only by Lord and 
Lady Rachmore. Halting for a moment to think matters 
over, I heard her voice saying: 

"And you love me very, very truly?" 

"Dearly. You are to me dearer than life," returned the 
man, in the jolliest manner. 

"Ah, you are good," she went on; "very good, even if you 
are poor. Never mind — you will pay me all back when we are 
married. To-night I also am poor, but here is a little gem 
upon which you can raise money. Come; I will kiss it, and 
then you can kiss it to-night. To-morrow it will prove a lit- 
tle love-token that is of use, and be all the sweeter when it 
returns to us. " 

Then the gate was opened and closed, the man returned in 
the same way he had come, and I, lurking in the shadows, fol- 
lowed him, confident that he carried one of the missing jewels 
in his pocket. 

Walking rapidly, he crossed Piccadilly, and while he was 
still within easy distance of me, a string of carriages divided 
us. I saw«him dash down by St James' Church, but when the 
carriages had passed, he got so far ahead that I could ■•not 
overtake him until he had disappeared into one of two doors 
^ King street. 



He was watched all night, and his house kept under close 
surveillance till the morning. Then I followed him to a well- 
known pawnbroker's in the neighborhood. I went in in front, 
and drew the assistant's attention while he was examining the 
ring. I was, of course, unseen, and asked if that gentleman 
had ever "left" anything there before. 

"Oh, yes," replied the man, and asking Spencer to excuse 
him for a moment, he referred to a book, opened a safe, and 
took from a drawer an onyx ring of ancient workmanship. 

Upon the strength of that I lodged the prisoner in Vine 
Street station, and taking the rest of the jewelry to Lady 
Rachmore, I soon had the satisfaction of having the onyx 
recognized as Louis XI's present to the Earl of Alloway. Much 
against the lady's will I took Mile. Baurette with me, and 
I must do her the justice to say that she protested her inno- 
cence the whole way to the station. 

When Spencer came before the magistrate* he said he found 
the onyx in the garden of the Rachmore House, and that the 
girl was innocent 

When, however, I gave my evidence, the magistrate con- 
cluded to commit both. 

The grand jury threw out the bill against Miss Baurette, 
and I was ashamed to meet the poor little thing. 

Spencer got two years' imprisonment. 

Nearly three years after I was called into a house in Pad- 
dington to arrest a girl for stealing a gold chain. My surprise 
may be imagined when I recognized Mile. Baurette, now as 
plain Miss Barrett. I would not arrest tier, however, until I 
had seen Mr. Poynter, who was not at all satisfied by the 
first affair. Leaving the house, I found the girl's former ac- 
complice in crime lurking about the place. ^ 

My scruples vanished. I arrested him and the girl. In due 
time they were committed for trial, and the trial came on. 
Spencer was sentenced to penal servitude for five years, and 
Miss Barrett to twelve months' imprisonment. 

Before I had left the court Inspector Poynter arrived, ac- 
companied by Lord Rachmore and the good young man Sam- 
uel Johnson, who had that morning been fully committed to 
the Central Criminal Court, then fitting, for long-continued 
robberies of his lordship. Long suspected and watched, he 
had been arrested in flight by the inspector. His confession 
proved that Spencer actually found the onyx Ting in the 
garden. 

The scoundrel, concealed in the bushes, had witnessed the 
interviews between Mile. Baurette and Spencer. One moonlit 
night he saw the former give the latter a handful of silver, 
which fell to the ground. The girl was afraid of being missed 
in the house, so Spencer saw her to the end of the walk, saying 
he would look for the other coins on his return. Quick as 
thought the eavesdropper, who had the earliest stolen jewels 
with him, threw the onyx ring and a few shillings where the 
others had fallen, and Spencer, on his return, picked up all he 
found, thinking the ring intentionally placed there by the girl 
who loved him so foolishly. 

The mystery of the missing chain was still stranger. It had 
been left in a room where Miss Baurette was sewing. A thun- 
derstorm frightened her out of the apartment, and a flash of 
lightning, attracted by the metal, melted it instantaneously, 
dropping the whole of it, fused from the mantel shelf of mar- 
ble into a coal scuttle, where the-' wholly childish grandfather 
of the family found it. Knowing the mine from which the 
coal had come, he had written to purchase shares In it, since 
gold was found plentifully in one scuttleful. 

The coal-owner wrote to their agent, who communicated 
with the old man's son, and he elicited from the younger chil- 
dren that they had seen grandpa carry lumps of coal upstairs 
on the day of the theft On examining the old man's room 
they found his prize, and Miss Baurette was completely and 
effectually cleared. 

Lord and Lady Rachmore took charge of the future of Spen- 
cer and the poor girl, and for that they had suffered together, 
Miss Challis was the first to propose their speedy marriage. 

I have often seen Mrs. Spencer since the events so imper- 
fectly related, and I must confess she still looks as Pretty aa 
a Picture. 



These Books Tell You Everything! 

A COMPLETE SET IS A REGULAR ENCYCLOPEDIA! 

B&tih book consists of sixty-four pages, printed on good paper, in clear type and neatly bound in an attractive, illustrated sever. 
Most of the books are also profusely illustrated, and all of the subjects treated upon are explained in such a simple manner that axf 
wild can thoroughly understand them. Look over the list as classified and see if you want to know anything about the subject* 
motioned. 

flHBSE BOOKS ARE FOR SALE BY ALL NEWSDEALERS OR WILL BE SENT BY MAIL TO ANY ADDRESS 
PROM THIS OFFICE ON RECEIPT OF PRICE, TEN CENTS EACH, OR ANY THREE BOOKS FOR TWENTY-FIVE 
BENTS. POSTAGE STAMPS TAKEN THE SAME AS MONEY. Address FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, N.Y. 



MESMERISM. 

No. 81. HOW TO- MESMERIZE.— Containing the most ap- 
proved methods of mesmerism ; also how to cure all kinds of 
etoeases by animal magnetism, or, magnetic healing. By Prof. Leo 
Sago Koch, A. C. S., author of "How to Hypnotize," etc. 

, PALMISTRY. 

No. 82. HOW TO DO -PALMISTRY. — Containing the most ap- 
proved methods of reading the lines on the hand, together with 
ft full explanation of their meaning. Also explaining phrenology, 
nnd the key for telling character by the bumps on the head. By 
S*o Hugo Koch, A. C. S. Fully illustrated. 

HYPNOTISM. 

No. 83. HOW TO HYPNOTIZE.— Containing valuable and in- 
structive information regarding the science of hypnotism. Also 
oxp'laining the most approved methods which are employed by the 
Amding hypnotists of the world. By Leo Hugo Koch, A.C.S. 

SPORTING. 

No. 21. HOW TO HUNT AND FISH— The most complete 
hunting and fishing .guide ever published. It contains full in- 
structions about guns, hunting dogs, traps, trapping and fishing, 
together with descriptions of -game and fish. 

No. 26. HpW TO ROW, SAIL AND BUILD A BOAT. — Fully 
(Illustrated. , 'Every boy should know how'to row and sail a boat. 
Full instructions are given in this little book, together with in- 
structions oh swimming and riding, companion sports to boating. 

No. 47. HOW TO BREAK, RIDE AND DRIVE A HORSE.— 
'A complete treatise on the horse. Describing the most useful horses 
for business, the best horses for the road ; also valuable recipes for 
diseases peculiar to the horse. 

No. 48. HOW TO BUILD AND SAIL CANOES.— A handy 
hook for boys, containing full directions for constructing canoes 
and the most popular manner of sailing them. Fully illustrated. 
By 0. Stansfield Hicks. 

FORTUNt TELLING. 

No. 1. NAPOLEON'S ORACULUM AND DREAM BOOK. — 
Containing the' great oracle of human destiny ; also the true mean- 
Stag of almost any kind of dreams, together with charms, ceremonies, 
and curious games of cards. A complete book. 

No. 23V HOW TO EXPLAIN DREAMS.— Everybody dreams, 
from the little child to the aged man and woman. This little book 
gives the, explanation to all kinds of dreams, together with lucky 
and unlucky days, and "Napoleon's Oraculum," the book of : fate. 

No. 28. HOW TO TELL FORTUNES.— Everyone is desirous of 
knowing What his future life will bring forth, whether happiness or 
misery, wealth, or poverty. You can tell by a» glance at this little 
book. Buy one and be convinced. Tell your own fortune. Tell 
She fortune of jour friends. 

No. 76. HOW TO TELL FORTUNES BY THE HAND.— 
Containing ,rules;f or telling fortunes by, the aid of lines of the hand,- 
•r the secret of palmistry. Also the secret pf telling future events 
by aid of moles,- marks, scars, etc. Illustrated. By A. Anderson. 

ATHLETIC. 

No. 6. HOW TO BECOME AN ATHLETE. — Giving full in- 
struction 'for the use of dumb helJs, Indian clubs, parallel bars, 
horizontal N bars and various other methods of developing a good, 
feoalthy muscle ; containing over 'sixty illustrations. Every boy can 
become strong and healthy by following the' instructions contained 
Jn this little book. 

No. 10. HOW TO BOX. — The art of self-defense made easy, 
dontaining^ver thirty illustrations of guards, blows, and the ditfer- 
«nt positions of ."a good boxer. Every boy should obtain one of 
Shese .useful and instructive books, as it will teach you how to box 
Without an instructor. 

No. 25. HOW TO BECOME A GYMNAST. — Containing full 
instructions for all kinds of gymnastic sports and athletic exercises. 
Embracing thir.ty-five illustrations. By Professor W. Macdonald. 
A handy and useful book. 

No. 34. HOW TO FENCE. — Containing full instruction for 
fencing and the use of the •oroadsword ; also instruction in archery. 
Described with "twenty-one ^practical illustrations, giving the best 
positions in fencing. A complete book. 

^ r TRICKS WITH CARDS. 

No. 51. HOW TO DO TRICKS WITH CARDS. — Containing 
(explanations of the general principles of eleight-of-hand applicable 
to card tricks ; of card tricks with'ordinary cards, and not requiring 
sleight-of-hand ; of tricks involving sleight-of-hand, or the use of 
special); prepared cards. By Professor Haffner. Illustrated. 



No. 72. HOW TO DO SIXTY TRICKS WITH CARDS.— Em- 
bracing all of the latest and most deceptive card tricks, with il= 
lustrations. By A. Anderson. 

No. 77. HOW TO DO FORTY TRICKS WITH CARDS.-«* 
Containing deceptive Card Tricks as performed by -leading conjuror* 
and magicians. Arranged for home amusement. Fully illustrated. 

MAGIC. 

No. 2. HOW TO DO TRICKS. — The great book of magic and 
card tricks, containing full instruction on all the leading card tricks- 
of the day, also the most populaF magical illusions as performed by 
our leading magicians ; every boy should obtain a copy of this book, 
as it will both amuse and instruct. 

No. 22. HOW TO DO SECOND SIGHT. — Heller's second sight 
explained by his former assistant, Fred Hunt, Jr. Explaining how 
the secret dialogues were carried on between the magician and the 
boy on the stage ; also giving all the codes and signals. The only 
authentic explanation of second sight. 

No. 43. HOW TO BECOME A MAGICIAN. — Containing the 
grandest assortment of magical illusions ever placed before the- 
public. Also tricks with cards, incantations, etc. 

No. 68. HOW TO DO CHEMICAL TRICKS. — Containing over 
one hundred highly amusing and instructive tricks with chemicals,, 
By A. Anderson. Handsomely illustrated. 

No. 69. HOW TO DO SLEIGHT OF HAND— Containing over 
fifty of the latest and best tricks used by magicians. Also contain- 
ing the secret of second sight. Fully illustrated. By A. Anderson. 

No. 70. HOW .TO MAKE MAGIC TOYS. — Containing full 
directions for making Magic Toys and devices of many kinds. Bjf 
A. Anderson. Fully illustrated. 

No. 73. HOW TO DO TRICKS WITH NUMBERS.— Showing 
many curious tricks with figures and the m'agic of numbers. By A 
Anderson. Fully illustrated. 

No. 75. HOW TO BECOME A CONJUROR. — Containing 
tricks with Dominos, Dice, Cups and Balls, Hats, etc Embracing 
thirty-six^illustrations. By A. Anderson. 

No. 78. HOW TO DO THE BLACK ART. — Containing a com- 
plete description of the mysteries of Magic and Sleight of Hand, 
together with many wonderful experiments. By A. Anderson, 
Illustrated. 

MECHANICAL. 

No. 29. HOW TO BECOME AN IN.VENTOR.— Every boy 
should know how inventions originated. This bopk explains thero 
all, giving examples in electricity, hydraulics, magnetism, optics, 
pneumatics, mechanics, etc. The most instructive book published. 

No. 56. HOW TO BECOME AN ENGINEER.— Containing full 
instructions how to proceed in order to become a locomotive en- 
gineer ; also directions for building a model locomotive ; together 
with a full description of everything an engineer should know. 

No. 67. HOW TO MAKE MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS.— Ful) 
directions how to make a Banjo, Violin, Zither, ^33olian Harp, Xylo- 
phone and other musical instruments ; together with a brief de- 
scription of nearly every musical instrument used in ancient or 
modern times. Profusely illustrated. By Algernon S. Fitzgerald, 
for twenty years bandmaster of the Royal Bengal Marines. 

No. 59. HOW TO MAKE A MAGIC LANTERN.— Containing 
a description of the lantern, together with its history and invention. 
Also full directions for its use and for painting slides. Handsomely 
illustrated. By John Allen. 

No. 71. HOW TO DO MECHANICAL TRICKS— Containing 
complete instructions for performing over sixty Mechanical Tricks. 
By A. Anderson. Fully illustrated. 

LETTER WRITING. 

No. 11. HOW TO WRITE LOVE-LETTERS. — A most com- 
plete little book, containing full directions for writing love-Jetters, 
and when to use them, giving specimen letters for young and old. 

No. T12. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS TO LADIES. — Giving 
complete instructions for writing' letters to ladies on all subjects ; 
also letters of introduction, notes and requests. 

No. 24. HOW ,TO WRITE LETTERS TO GENTLEMEN.— 
.Containing full directions for writing to gentlemen on all subjects ; 
also giving sample letters for instruction. 

No. 53. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS. — A wonderful little 
book, telling you bow to write to your sweetheart, your father, 
mother, sister, brother, employer and, in fact, everybody and any- 
body yon wish to write to. Every young man and everjt young 
lady in the land should have this book. 

No. 14. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS CORRECTLY. — Con- 
taining full instructions for writing letters on almost any subject ; 
also rules for punctuation and composition, with specimen letter*. 



THE STAGE. 

No. 41. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK END MEN'S" JOKE 
BOOK. — Containing a great variety of the latest jokes used by the 
moat famous end men. No amateur minstrels is complete without 
this wonderful little book. 

No. 42. THE BOYS. OF NEW YORK STUMP SPEAKER. — 
Containing a varied assortment of stump speeches,. Negro, • Dutch 
and Irish. Also end men's jokes. Just the thing for home amuse- 
ment and amateur shows. 

No. 45. THE BOYS. OF NEW YORK MINSTREL GUIDE 
AND JOKE BOOK.— Something new and very instructive. Every 
boy should obtain thie book, as it contains full instructions for or- 
ganizing an amateur minstrel troupe. 

No. 65. MULDOON'S JOKES— This is one of the most original 
joke books ever published, and it is brimful of wit and humor. It 
contains a large collection of songs, jokes, conundrums, etc., of 
Terrence Muldoon, the great wit, humorist, and practical joker of 
the day. Every boy who can enjoy a good substantial joke should 
obtain a copy immediately. 

No. 79. HOW TO BECOME AN ACTOR. — Containing com- 
plete instructions how to make up for various characters on the 
stage,; together with the duties of the Stage Manager, Prompter, 
Scenic Artist and Property" Man. By;a prominent Stage Manager. 

No. 80. GUS WILLIAMS' JQKE BOOK. — Containing the lat- 
est jokes, anecdotes and funny stories of this world-renowned and 
eyer popular German comedian. Sixty-four pages ; handsome 
colored cover containing a half-tone photo of the author. 

HOUSEKEEPING. 

No. 16. HOW TO KEEP A WINDOW GARDEN. — Containing 
full instructions for constructing a window garden either in town 
or country, and the most approved methods for raising beautiful 
flowers at home. The most complete book of the kind ever pub- 
lished. 

m No. 30. HOW TO COOK. — One of the most instructive books 
5h cooking ever published.* It contains recipes for cooking meats, 
fish, game, and oysters ; also pies, puddings, cakes and all kinds of 
pastry, and a grand collection of recipes by one of our most popular 
cooks 

No." 37. HOW TO KEEP HOUSE. — It contains information for 
everybody, boys, girls, men and women ; it .will teach you how to 
make almost anything 1 around the house, such as parlor ornaments, 
brackets, cements, Aeolian harps, and bird lime for catching- birds. 

ELECTRICAL. 

No. 46. HOW TO MAKE AND USE ELECTRICITY.— A de- 
scription of the wonderful uses of electricity and electeo magnetism ;, 
together with full instructions' for making Electric Toys, Batteries, 
etc. By George Trebel, A. M;, M. D'. Containing over fifty il- 
lustrations. 

No. 64. HOW TO MAKE ELECTRICAL MACHINES. — Con- 
taining fulL, directions , for making electrical machines* induction 
coils, dynamos, and many novel toys to be worked by electricity. 
By It. A. R. Bennett. Fully illustrated. 

No. 67. HOW TO DO ELECTRICAL TRICKS.— Containing a 
large collection of instructive and highly amusing electrical tricks, 
together with illustrations. By A. Anderson. 

ENTERTAINMENT. 

No. 9. HOW TO BECOME A VENTRILOQUIST. — By Harry 
Kennedy." The secret given away. Every intelligent boy reading 
this book of instructions, by a practical professor (delighting multi- 
tudes every night with his wonderful imitations), can master the 
art, and create any amount of fun for himself' and friends* It is the 
greatest book ever published, and there's millions (of fun) in it. 

No. 20. HOW TO ENTERTAIN. AN EVENING PARTY:— A 
very valuable little book just published. 'A complete compendium 
of games, sports, card diversions, comic recitations-, etc., - suitable 
for parlor or drawing-room entertainment. It contains more for the 
money than any book- published. 

No. 35. HOW TO PLAY GAMES. — A complete and useful little 
book, containing the rules and regulations of billiards, bagatelle, 
backgammon, croquet, dominoes, etc. . 

No.- 36. HOW TO SOLVE CONUNDRUMS.— Containing all 
the leading conundrums of' the day, amusing riddles, curious catches 
and witty sayings. 

. No. 52. HOW TO PLAY CARDS. — A complete and handy little 
book, giving the rules and full directions for playing Euahre, Crib- 
bage, Casino, Forty-Five, Bounce, Pedro Sancho, Draw Poker, 
Auction Pitch, All Fours, and many other- popular games of cards. 

No. 66. HOW TO DO PUZZLES. — Containing over three hun- 
dred interesting puzzles and conundrums, •_ with key to same. A 
complete book. Fully illustrated. By A. Anderson. 

ETIQUETTE. 

No. 18. HOW TO DO IT ; OR, BOOK OF ETIQUETTE. — It 
is a great life secret, and one that every young man desires to know 
•11 about. There's' happiness in it. 

No. 33. HOW TO BEHAVE. — Containing, the rules and etiquette 
of good society and the easiest and most approved methods of ap- 
pearing to good advantage at parties, balls, the theatre, church, and 
id the drawing-room. 

DECLAMATION. - 

No. 27. HOW TO RECITE AND; BOOK OF RECITATIONS. 
— Containing the most popular selections in use, comprising Dutch 
liaJect, French- dialect, Yankee and Irish, dialect pieces, together 
**rith man; standard readings. 



— No. 31. HOW TO BECOME A SPEAKER. — Containing foul* 
teen illustrations, giving the different positions requisite to becoiM 
a good speaker, reader and elocutionist. Also containing gems from 
all the popular authors of prose, and poetry, arranged in the most 
simple and concise manner possible. 

No. 49. HOW TO DEBATE. — Giving rules for conducting de- 
bates, outlines for debates, questions for discussion, and the beat 
sources for procuring information on the questions given. 

p SOCIETY. " 

No. 3. HOW TO FLIRT. — The arts and wiles of flirtation arfi 

fully explained by this little book. Besides the various methods OB 
handkerchief, fan. glove, parasol, window and hat flirtation, it con- 
tains a full list of the language and sentiment of flowers, which 1st 
interesting to everybody, both old and young. You cannot be happj< 
without one. 

No. 4. HOW TO DANCE is the title of a new and handsomw 
little book just issued by Frank Tousey. It contains full instruc- 
tions in the art of dancing, etiquette in the ball-room and at parties, 
how to dress, and full directions for calling off in all popular square 
dances. 

No. 5. HOW TO MAKE LOVE. — A complete guide to love, 
courtship and marriage, giving sensible advice, rules and etiquette 
to be observed, with many curious and interesting things not gen- 
erally known. 

No. 17. HOW TO DRESS. — Containing full instruction in the 
art of dressing and appearing well at home and abroad, giving the 
selections of colors, material, and how to have them made up. 

No. 18. HOW TO BECOME BEAUTIFUL— One of ,th4 
brightest and most valuable little books ever given to. the world. 
Everybody wishes to know how to become beautiful, both male an< 
female. The secret is simple, and almost costless. Read this booh 
and be convinced how to become beautiful. 

BIRDS AND ANIMALS. 

No. 7. HOW, TO KEEP BIRDS. — Handsomely illustrated anil 
containing full instructions for the management and training of toe 
canary, mockingbird, bobolink, blackbird, paroquet,. parrot, etc.. 

No. 39. HOW TO RAISE DOGS, POULTRY, PIGEONS AND 
RABBITS.- — A useful and instructive book. Handsomely illus- 
trated. By Ira Drofraw. 

No. 40. HOW TO MAKE AND SET TRAPS. — Including hint* 
on how to catch moles, , weasels, otter, rats, squirrels and birds., 
Also how to cure skins. Cepiously illustrated. By J. HarringtoS 
Keene. 

No. 50. HOW TO STUFF BIRDS AND ANIMALS.— i3 
valuable book, gwing instructions in collecting, preparing, mounting 
and preserving birds, animals* and insects. 

No. 54. HOW TO KEEP AND MANAGE PETS.— Giving con* 
plete information as to the manner and method of raising, keeping, 
taming, breeding, and managing all kinds of pets ; also giving full 
instructions for making cages, etc. Fully explained by twenty-eight 
illustrations, making it the most complete book of the kind eves 
published. 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

No. 8. HOW TO BECOME A SCIENTIST. — A useful and In- 
structive book, giving a complete treatise' on chemistry; also ex- 
periments in acoustics, mechanics, mathematics, chemistry, and di- 
rections for making fireworks, colored' fires, and gas balloons. This 
book cannot be equaled. 

No. 14. HOW TO MAKE CANDY. — A complete hand-book foa 
making ajl'kinds of candy, ice-cream, syrups,. essences, etc etc. 

No.tS4. -HOW TO BECOME AN AUTHOR.— Containing fuH 
information.regarding choice of subjects, the use of words and the 
manner of preparing .and submitting manuscript. Also containing 
valuable information as to' the neatness, legibility and general com- 
position of manuscript,, essential to a successful author. By Prince 

-No.^a HOW. TO BECOME YOUR OWN DOCTOR.— A won« 
derful book, containing useful and practical' information in the 
treatment of ' ordinary diseases and ailments common to everj| 
family. Abounding in useful and effective recipes for general com- 
plaints. _ 

No. 55. HOW TO COLLECT STAMPS AND COINS.-rCon- 
taining valuable information regarding the collecting and arranging 
of stamps and coins. Handsomely illustrated. 

No. 58. HOW TO BE A DETECTIVE.^-By Old King Brady, 
the world-known detective. In which he lays down some valuable 
and sensible rule's for beginners, and also relates some adventures 
and experiences of well-known detectives. 

No. 60., HOW TO BECOME A PHOTOGRAPHER.— Contai* 
ing usefuf information regarding f he Camera and how to work it S 
also how to. make Photographic Magic Lantern Slides and othes 
Transparencies. Handsomely illustrated. By Captain W. De W« 
Abney. • 

No. 62. HOW TO BECOME A WEST POINT MILITARY 
CADET. — Containing full explanations how to gain- admittance, 
course of Study*. Examinations, Duties, Staff of Officers, Post 
Guard, Police Regulations, Fire Department, and all a boy shoalel 
know, to be a Cadet. Compiled and written by Lu Senarens, authoc 
of "How to Become a Naval Cadet." , 

No. 63. HOW TO BECOME A NAVAL CADET. — Complete in- 
structions of how to' gain ' admission to, the Annapolis Naval 
Academy. Also containing the course of instruction, descriptioat 
of, grounds and buildings, historical sketch, and everything a bom 
should know to become an officer in the United States Navy. Cans- 
'piled and written, by. Lu Senarens, author of "How. to Become d 
West Point Military Cadet. 1 " 
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wr Latest Issues ~m 



"WIDE AWAKE WEEKLY" 

Containing Stoeies of Box Firemen. " "*] 

Colored Covers 32 Pages Price 5 Cents 



12 Young Wide Awake's Signal Call; or, Fire Fighting to the 
Last Ditch. 

63 Young Wide Awake's Cascade of Flame; or, Within an Inch 

of a Fiery Death. 

64 Young Wide Awake's Fire Fight; or, Holding up the Bel- 

mont Life Savers. 

65 Young Wide Awake's Bravest Rescue; or, Snatching a Vic- 

tim from Death's Jaws. 

66 Young Wide Awake's Junior Firemen; or, Skip and Ted 

at Their Best 



67 Young Wide Awake's Big Reward; or, Caught in a Blaz- 

ing Wreck. y 

68 Young Wide Awake's Powder Mill Blaze; or, Breaking 

Through a Wall of Flame. 

69 Young Wide Awake and the Fire Queen; or, At the Mercy 

of a Fiend. 

70 Young Wide Awake's Battle With Neptune No. 2; or, The 

Mean Trick of Rivals. 

71 Young Wide Awake's Lightning Truck Work; or, Daring 

Death With Ladders. 



"FAME AND FORTUNE WEEKLY" 

Containing Stories of Bots Who Make Money. 
Colored Covers. 32 Pages. Price 5 Cents. 



80 Juggling with the Market; or, The Boy Who Made It Pay. 

81 Cast Adrift; or, The Luck of a Homeless Boy. 

82 Playing the Market; or, A Keen Boy in Wall Street, 

83 A Pot of Money; or, The Legacy of a Lucky Boy. 

84 From Rags to Riches; or, A Lucky Wall Street Messenger. 

85 On His Merits; or, The Smartest Boy Alive. , 

86 Trapping the Brokers; or, A Game Wall Street Boy. 

87 A Million in Gold; or, The Treasure of Santa Cruz. 

88 Bound to Make Money; or, From the West to Wall Street 

89 The Boy Magnate; or, Making Baseball Pay. 



90 Making Money; or, A Wall Street Messenger's Luck. 

91 A Harvest of Gold; or, The Buried Treasure of Coral Island. 

92 On the Curb; or, Beating the Wall Street Brokers. _ 

93 A Freak of Fortune; or, The Boy Who Struck Luck. W 

94 The Prinee of Wall St.; or, A Big Deal for Big Money. 

95 Starting His Own Business; or, The Boy Who Caught On. 

96 A Corner in Stock; or, The Wall Street Boy Who Won. 

97 First in the Field; or, Doing Business for Himself. 
99 O^nly a Dollar; or, From Errand Boy to Owner. 

98 A Broker at Eighteen; or, Roy Gilbert's Wall Street Career. 



"WILD WEST WEEKLY" 

' A Magazine Containing Stories, Sketches, Etc., op Western Life 

Colored Covers. 32 Pages. 



Price 5 Cents. 



244 Young Wild West at Greaser Gulch; or, Arietta and the 

Masked Mexicans. 

245 Young Wild West and the Cavalry King; or, The Race 

with a Rival Rider. 

246 Young Wild West and the Sioux Scalpers; or, How Arietta 

Saved Her Life. 

247 Young Wild West and the Rival Scouts; or, The Raid of 

the Cowboy Gang. 

248 Young Wild West's Box of Bullion; or, Arietta and the 

Overland Robbers. 



249 Young Wild West's Bareback Beat; or, The Boss Boy 

of the Broncho Busters. 

250 Young Wild West at Fire Hill; or, How Arietta Saved the 

Flag. 

251 Young Wild West and the Greaser Giant; or, "Mexican 

Mike's" Mistake. 

252 Young Wild West at Skeleton Ranch; or, Arietta and the 

Death Trap. 

253 Young Wild West's Gold Grip; and How He Held the 

Claim. 



For sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent to any address on receipt of price, 5 cents per copy, in money or postage stamps, by 



FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 



24 Union Square, N. T. 



IF YOU WANT ANY BACK NUMBERS 

of our Weeklies and cannot procure them from newsdealers, they can be obtained from this office direct. Cut out and fill 
in the following Order Bhuik and send it to us with the price of the weeklies you w ant and we will send them to you by 
return mail. POSTAGE STAMPS TAKEN THE SAME AS MONEY. 



FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, New York. 190 

Dear Sir — Enclosed find cents for which please send me : 

copies of WORK AND WIN, Nos 

" " WIDE AWAKE WEEKLY, Nos 

" " WILD WEST WEEKLY, Nos 

, " " THE LIBERTY BOYS OF '76, Nos 

...*« " " PLUCK AND LUCK, Nos , 

. " " SECRET SERVICE, Nos v. , 

" " FAME AND FORTUNE WEEKLY, Nos \ 

" " Ten-Cent Hand Books, Nos 



Name 



Street and No 



Town State 



SECRET SERVICE 

OLD AND YOUNG KINO BRADY, DETECTIVES. 

Price 5 cents. 32 Pages. Colored Covers. Issued Weekly 



LATEST ISSUES: 

886 The Iiradys and I'rince Hi-Ti-Li ; or. The Trail of the Fakir of 
T'riseo. 

387 The Iiradys and "Madman Bill" ; or. Hunting the Hermit of 

llangtown. 

388 The iiradys and "Old Man Money"; or, Hustling for Wall Street 

Millions. 

38!) The Iiradys and the Green Lady : or. The Mystery of the Mad- 
house. 

390 The Iiradys' Stoek Yards Mystery ; or, A Queer Case from Chi- 

cago. 

391 The Iiradys and the T'riseo Fire Fiends ; or, Working for Earth- 

quake Millions. 

392 The Iiradys' Uace With Death; or. Dealings With Dr. Duval. 

393 The Iiradys and Dr. Sam-Suey-Soy : or. Hot Work on a Chinese 

Clew. 

394 The Iiradys and "Blackfoot liill" ; or, The Trail of the Tonopah 

Terror. 

395 The Iiradys and the "Lamb League" ; or, After the Five Fakirs 

of Wall Street. 

390 The Bradys' Black Hand Mystery ; or, Running Down the Coai 
Mine Gang. 

397 The Iiradys and the "King of Clubs" ; or, The Clew Found on the 

Corner. 

398 The Bradys and the Chinese Hanker ; or, Fighting for Dupont 

Street Diamonds. 

399 The Bradys and the Bond Forgers ; or, A Dark Wall Street Mys- 

tery. 

400 The Iiradys' Mexican Trail ; or. Chasing the "King of the Mesa." 

401 The Iiradys and the Demon Doctor ; or, The House oi' Many Mys- 

teries. 

402 The Bradys and "Joss House Jim" ; or, Trailing a Chinese Opium 

Gang. 

408 The Bradys and the Girl in Blue ; or, After the Maiden Lane 
Diamonds. 

404 The Bradys Among the "Hill Billies" ; or, A Case From Old 

Kentucky. 

405 The Bradys and the Gold Miners ; or, Working a Wild West 

Trail. 

406 The Bradys' Mysterious Shadow ; or, The Secret of the Old Stone 

Vault. 

407 The Bradys and "Mustang Joe" ; or, The Bustlers of Rattlesnake 

Run. 

408 The Bradys' Snapshot Clew ; or. Traced by the Camera. 

409 The Bradys and the Hip Sing Tong ; or, Hoc Work on a High- 

binder Case. 

410 The Bradys and "Mr. Mormon" ; or, Secret Work in Salt Lake 

City. 

411 The Bradys and the Cellar of Death ; or, Ferreting out the Bos- 

ton Crooks. 

412 The Bradys' Lake Front Mystery ; or, A Queer Case from Chi- 

cago. 

413 The Iiradys and the Dumb Millionaire ; or, The Latest Wall 

Street Lamb. 

414 The Bradys' Gold Field Game ; or, Rounding up the Nevada Mine 

Brokers. 

415 The Bradys and Dr. Hop Low ; or, The Deepest Mott Street Mys- 

tery. 

416 The Bradys and the Beaumont Oil King ; or. Three "Bad" Men 

from Texas. 

417 The Iiradys and the Prince of Persia ; or, After the Tuxedo 

Crooks. 

For sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent to any address on receipt of price, 5 cents per copy, in money or postage stamps, by 



418 The Bradys and Captain Darke; or, The Mystery of the China 
Liner. 

419 The Bradys and the Canton Prince; or. Working for the ( nines- 
Minister. 

420 The Bradys and "Diamond Don" ; or, The (Jem Smugglers o:' 
the "Arctic." 

421 The Bradys and Banker Banks; or. ('might on a Wall Siren. 
Clew. 

422 The Bradys in Little 'Frisco; or. The Case of Ting Long Lee. 

423 The Bradys and the Check Kaisers; or. After a Wall Street (iaug. 

424 The Brauys and the i.ad Land Hears; or. The Bone Hunters of 
South Dakota. 

425 The Bradys and the Car Crooks; or. Working for the Frisco Line. 

426 The Iiradys and the "Queen of the West" : or. Trailing the Ari- 
zona Gem Thieves. 

427 The iiradys and the Wall Street Money Fakirs ; or. The .Mys- 
terious Mr. Mix. 

428 The Bradys and the Chink Smugglers; or. The Hurry Call to 
Canada. 

429 The iiradys and Kid Joaquin ; or, The Greasers of Robbers' Can- 
yon. 

430 The Bradys and Gump High; or. The Mystery of the Ruined 
Joss House. 

431 The Bradys and the River Pirates; or. After the , Dock Rats' 
Gaug. 

432 The Iiradys and the Silent Five : or, The Secrets of Shadyside 
Hall. 

433 The Bradys and the Opium King ; or, Braving the Perils of l'eli 
Street. 

434 The Bradys' Bleecker Street Mystery: or, The House With a 
Hundred Doors. 

435 The Iiradys Among the Frisco Gold Thieves ; or. The Black Band 
of Old Dupont Street. 

436 The Bradys and the Doctor's Death League ; or. The Mystery of 
the Boy in Tied. 

437 The Bradys and the .Man Trappers; or, Hot Times on Whirlwind 
Lake. 

438 The Bradys and the House of Skulls; or. The Strange Man of 
Five Points. 

439 The Bradys' Dr. ring Ileal; or. The Bargain Willi Dr. Death. 

440 The Bradys a::d the Collin Man; or, Held in the House of the 
Missing. 

441 The Bradys and the Chinese Dwarf; or. The Queue Hunter of the 
Barbary Coast. 

442 The Bradys .Among the Handshakers; or, Trapping the Confidence 
Men. 

443 The Bradys and the Death Trunk ; or, The Chicago Secret Seven. 

444 The Bradys and Mr. Magic: or. After the Thumbless League. 

445 The Bradys' Double Trap ; or. Working the Night Side of New 
York. 

446 The Bradys and the Gun-Boat Boys; or. Fnraveling a Navy Yard 
Mystery. 

4 4 7 The Bradys and "Old Foxy"; or The Slickest Crook in New York. 
448 The Bradys and the Fan Tan Players: or. In the Secret Dens of China- 
town. 



FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 



24 Union Square, N. Y. 



IF YOU WANT ANY BACK NUMBERS 

of our Weeklies and cannot procure them from newsdealers, they can be obtained from this office direct. Cut out and fill 
in the following Order Blank and send it to us with the price of the weeklies you want and we will send them to you by 
return mail. POSTAGE STAMPS TAKEN THE SAME AS MONEY. - 



FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, New York. 190 

Dear Sir — Enclosed find cents'for which please send me: 

. . . .copies of WORK AND WIN, Nos 

" " FAME AND FORTUNE WEEKLY, Nos 

" " WIDE AWAKE WEEKLY, Nos , 

.... " " WILD WEST WEEKLY, Nos 

.... " " PLUCK AND LUCK, Nos 

.... " " SECRET SERVICE. Nos 

.... " " THE LIBERTY BOYS OF '76, Nos 

" " Ten-Cent Hand Books, Nos 

Name Street and No Town State 



